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umns, and even in advertising
papers. We are listing a few observations.
In their book, Planning for
America, the authors, George H.
Galloway and his twenty-nine
collaborators, conclude their analysis of political, economic, and
social conditions in our country
with the words: "More is needed
than the machinery of democratic planning if democracy and
collectivism are to be reconciled
and t~e ends of common life
achieved. . . . . The quest is for
a universal faith, higher than
patriotism or nationalism, capitalism or socialism, fascism or
communism." They suggest the
following talisman: "Confusion,
fear, hate threaten the democratic way in this land we love. For
confusion, religion offers faith.
For fear, religion offers hope. For

Return to Religion?
since Henry C. Link published his arresting book,
Return to Religion (1936), Americans have given frequent expression to the need of more
religion in the American way of
life. The most significant development has been the released
time program for religious instruction according to which
children of any faith who cannot
receive religious instruction in
the public schools are offered an
opportunity for such instruction
each week in centers adjacent to
the public schools.
It seems, however, that, particularly within recent months, expressions favoring more religion
in American life have become extraordinarily common. We have
noted them in non-fiction books,
in book reviews, in feature col-
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hate, religion offers love. By
these three alone shall our America be saved."
Here is David Lawrence, who
runs a column in a St. Louis
daily: "If ever there were need
for the application of Christian
philosophy to a national mood,
it would seem to be here today.
It is a task not alone for the
church, but for the individual.
Leadership in government, leadership of capital, leadership of
labor-all these are important responsibilities-but leadership of
the soul right now might unify
America." And here is J. Lionberger Davis speaking in a recent
issue of the St. Louis Shopper:
"There can be no true democracy without religion. The prevailing materialistic philosophy
has been the cause of much of
the ills from which the world is
suffering at this time. And the
need for the spiritual and religious education of our children
is one which should be met adequately in our community."
We close with a criticism by
Hugh Stevenson Tigner in the
autumn issue of Christendom (p.
559) : "With no religion to supply the authority (in modern
education) , or to serve as the
point of reference, or to define
normative ends, there is no way
in which to make value discriminations among the fields of

knowledge, nor any basis for defining the purpose of education
beyond the general goal of
'broadening the mind' - which
means to fill the mind with as
wide a range of diverse information as a student can be expected
to soak up within a fixed period
of years."
Unfortunately, most of the
spokesmen for a return to religion do not define the term
"religion." Readers of THE CREsSET know that there is but one
true religion: that which was revealed by God to the inspired
writers of the Bible.

The King James Bible
T is almost a commonplace to
say that the King James Version of the Bible is a book of
unparalleled beauty; but we do
not, as a rule, appreciate the
grace, the refinement, and the
symmetry of its language to the
full unless we look carefully at
what some other translators of
the Book of Books have accomplished. Have you compared the
Kew Testament in the Authorized Version with Edgar J. Goodspeed's The New Testament: An
American Translation? Goodspeed, a professor of Biblical and
patristic Greek at the University
of Chicago, made painstaking use

I
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of many recent discoveries in the
field of lexicography; but, in
spite of all his learning, the translation he achieved is lame, halt,
and blind when placed alongside
what we have in the King James
Version. Even the American Revised Version is far superior in
the texture of its diction to the
wooden sentences writ ten by
Goodspeed.
Here is a portion of Christ's
Sermon on the Mount as rendered in the King James Version:
Do men gather grapes of thorns or
figs of thistles? Even so every good
tree bringeth forth good fruit; but
a corrupt tree bringeth forth evil
fruit. A good tree can not bring forth
evil fruit, neither can a corrupt tree
bring forth good fruit. Every tree
that bringeth not forth good fruit
is hewn down and cast into the fire.
Wherefore, by their fruits ye shall
know them.

Here is Goodspeed's version:
Do people pick grapes off thorns
or figs off thistles? Just so any sound
tree bears good fruit, but a poor
tree bears bad fruit. No sound tree
can bear bad fruit, and no poor tree
can bear good fruit . Any tree that
does not bear good fruit is cut down
and burned. So you can tell them by
their fruit.

What a difference! Beauty has
taken flight. Not one whit has
been gained either in clarity or
in precision.
Goodspeed's American Version
has been on the market since

3

1923; but it cuts no figure whatever in the world of letters.
Shortly after its publication a
sensitive critic declared that the
translator, with all his learning,
had "simply vulgarized all the
prepossessing and animating beauty out of his text."
It is well for us to bear in mind
that out of the hundreds of
thousands of translations which
have come into being since the
futile building of the Tower of
Babel only a mere handful can
be called masterpieces in the true
sense of the word. The King
James Version of the Bible is one
of the few. It remains an ideal
of perfect beauty and elemental
simplicity.

Georgia Education
~TATE education seems to be
0 the unhappy stepchild of our
Iron Age. At certain intervals unscrupulous politicians or out-andout demogogues have a field day
at the expense of the unfortunate educators in state-owned or
state-controlled colleges and universities. The latest university to
receive such a battering is the unhappy University of Georgia.
Governor Talmadge has taken
upon himself the job of cleaning
up this university, which was
slowly beginning to establish a
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useful reputation. The bespectacled and suspendered governor
has fired several professors whom
he did not like. By twisting statements the professors were alleged
to have made in the classroom or
to have written in textbooks, the
governor attempted to establish a
case for himself as the defender
of orthodoxy in racial relationships.
Various educational associations and agencies are, of course,
retaliating by removing the credit-ranking of the school. The students will suffer; Talmadge hardly at all since presumably he will
never have need of credit-recognition. The result of all this
dictatorial procedure will be a
slowing up of the educational
development of one of the most
backward states in the Union.
We must unequivocally denounce this abuse of academic
freedom. There are other ways
of getting at the truth than by
firing professors with whom one
does not agree. Truth and open,
honest inquiry are two admirable weapons for fighting lies. To
use teachers as political footballs
is likewise reprehensible and a
blot on democracy's fair name.
Talmadge's action gives an additional amount of fuel to the totalitarians who are having such
grand fun mocking our way of
thinking and doing.

There is another thought in connection with Talmadge's witch
hunt: when times of stress appear, free speech is usually
attacked first of all in government-controlled institutions. The
servants of the state are placed
in immediate jeopardy. The prudent professor tempers his course
to the prevailing winds. Truth
does some queer veering and
tacking at such times. On the
other hand, it is almost self-evident that privately controlled or
privately owned schools can retain academic freedom for a
longer time and to a greater degree than any state university.
The last freehold of democracy
will almost certainly be those institutions independent of the
state even though the state may
shout that it is fighting to retain
democracy. Americans should
guard the private schools of this
country as extraordinarily precious.

First Things First
(1835-1919),
famous steel magnate, publicist, and philanthropist, is credited with the appeal to American
citizens, "Seek ye first the education of the people, and all other
political blessings will be added
unto you." In this belief he was
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sincere, for he contributed millions of dollars for the promotion of education, in particular
for the erection of public Iibraries.
Yet, apart from the consideration that Carnegie's travesty of a
beautiful word of Jesus (see
Matt. 6:33) is a bit of shameful
sacrilege, it should be clear to
sober-minded Americans that the
tremendous development of mass
education since the days of Carnegie has not solved most of our
national problems, political or
otherwise. These have rather
grown in complexity and seriousness. At a time when our country should be united and preparing to defend its integrity and
traditional way of life in a world
gone berserk, we shudder at what
is happening in our body politic.
The working classes are charging
unpatriotic, greedy motives to
the industrial, property-owning
classes; and these in turn are
charging labor with planning to
socialize and sovietize the nation.
The most prominent figures in
our national life, President Roosevelt, Willkie, Lindbergh, Wheeler, and others, are accused of
every crime under the sun, particularly that of insincerity and
equivocation. A rancorous press
and a rancorous radio are clashing in bitter conflict. There are
in our country over 4,330,000
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criminals actively at work, plundering and murdering; and, according to a recent report of the
F. B. I., their number is steadily
increasing. Well-organized and
highly paid foreign agents and
American traitors are at work undermining faith in our democracy and threatening to destroy
it when and if the opportunity
seems ripe.
Perhaps the pundit who recently commented on the survey
conducted by Dr. Ruth Kotinsky
for the American Association of
Adult Education, according to
which there still are some sixteen
million illiterates in the United
States, spoke at least as much
truth as fiction when he said referring to these illiterates, "What
happy people! In the early days
of our republic, when illiteracy
was the rule rather than the exception, there was more common
sense, dignity, liberty, horiesty,
virtue, both public and private,
and patriotism in the land than
there is today, when education is
universal."
Yes, we need education, and
more of it. At the same time,
however, we need to improve its
quality. We need more systems
of education on every level
which are thoroughly integrated
by the principles of the Christian
religion. America may look forward to a happy future only if

6
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larger and larger numbers of its
citizens will be guided in their
choice and promotion of interests by the immortal words of
Jesus, "Seek ye first the kingdom
of God and His righteousness,
and all these things will be added unto you."

Sweet Land of Liberty
of Greek philosoP phers,prince
had little faith in deLATO,

mocracy. In the Republic, in
which he rates various forms of
government, he assigns to democracy the last place. His distrust of democracy he summarizes in part in the following
words: "With increase in liberty,
citizens chafe impatiently at the
least touch of authority and at
length cease to care even for the
laws, written or unwritten. Thus,
liberty, getting out of all order
and reason, passes into the bitterest and harshest form of slavery, that is tyranny."
Americans might do well to
give thought to Plato's fears.
There are those in our countryand their number is legion-who
empty the cup of liberties granted them by the Constitution to
the dregs but become indignant
when authorities whom they
have helped place in office seek
to restrain their extreme tenden-

cies. Others there are who become caustic and bitter when the
government seems to impinge on
their liberties: when it, in times
such as these, establishes priorities, undertakes enterprises which
at first sight seem to h~terfere with
private initiative, and in other
ways asserts its power. And there
are those who openly flout all laws,
written and unwritten, human
and divine, and who disregard
completely the life and property
of their fellow-citizens but who
brand it an imposition when the
government arrests, fines, or imprisons them.
Let Americans, the privileged
as well as the under-privileged,
take to heart Plato's warning.
Americans are enjoying a larger
measure of liberties, even at this
present moment, than any European country has ever known. Let
them ask themselves whether
they are actually living within
the limits of these liberties and
whether they are meeting the responsibilities imposed upon a
free people. Perhaps they will
find that Henry C. Link only seconded and amplified Plato's distrust of democracy quoted above
when he observed in his The Rediscovery of Man (p. 23) : "The
hue and cry in recent years has
been about the rights and liberties of American citizens; less and
less has been heard about their

__
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responsibilities, which alone
makes rights and liberties possible.
With some exceptions, rich and
poor alike, Christian and pagan,
educated and ignorant, have delegated their moral and economical independence to others, and
have accepted the role of victim
or beneficiary."

Antidote to Jargon

IF

all those who undertake to
put their thoughts on paper
had the vision and the ability to
use the matchless beauty and the
simple directness of the King
James English as models, jargon
would no longer cumber the
earth. There would be no more
monstrosities like the following
sentence about Japan:
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ises for this purpose where separate
branches of work which are carried
on as separate businesses in separate
premises are carried on in separate
departments on the same premises.

Long ago Chaucer warned
against speaking in
"heigh style, as whan that men
to kinges wryte."

The great English poet took up
the cudgels for plainness in speaking
"that we may understonde what
ye seye."

At the gravitational center of this
somewhat confusing meshwork of
p~r~ially modernized clans, guilds,
m1htary cliques, family-dominated
bureaucracies and businesses, and
hierarchically graduated occupational strata, classifications, corporations,
and federations stands the omnicompeten t tutelary and administrative
authority of the State.

Dean Swift said that one should
use "proper words in proper
places" and gnashed his teeth
because of "the scholars of this
kingdom who . . . . run on in a
flat kind of phraseology often
mingled with barbarous terms."
Hazlitt urged speakers and
writers to look for "the best word
in common use."
"Jargon," declared the Manchester Guardian in a recent issue, "is in our bones and will run
out at the finger-tips."
Can there be a better antidote
than a thorough and widespread
study of the language to be found
in the King James Version of the
Bible?

Neither would readers be compelled, in the sweat of their
brows, to plow their way through
such unspeakable abominations
as:

WE

Separate departments on the same
premises are treated as separate prem-

Hunch
have a hunch. We only
wish we had the money to
back up the hunch. Whoever
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takes this hunch and suddenly
finds riches and national acclaim
had better give credit where
credit is due. The hunch is this:
Some bright September morning a far-seeing teacher is going
to insert an advertisement announcing the opening of an absolutely new kind of school. This
school will teach children bet ween the ages of six and fourteen how to read, write and do
arithmetic. The teacher will advertise just once. Parents will
swamp said teacher with children
who are to be taught how to add,
how to multiply, how to spell,
how to write in longhand and
how to compose a sentence. Pupils will also be told to memorize the names of all the state capitals; they will be told to bound
the United States, or else-. After
eight years of such schooling, the
pupil will be able to add the
i terns on a grocery bill and to
write a letter home.
The response will be overwhelming. Here's the hunch. But
remember what we said.

Authority and Freedom
news of the day, which is
gathered for us and rushed to
us by the papers, may easily claim
more of our attention than it deserves. So much of it is of only

T
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ephemeral interest and might as
well remain unknown to us. Yet
not all is of that type. Of most
' 'alue are probably those items
that have to do with movements,
currents, and tendencies which
are shaping the future into a pattern that will differ from the
present one. We do not always
know which are such items, but
gradually, if we keep alive to
what is going on, we are likely to
become aware of the things that
really count, of the forces which
are gaining momentum, and of
the direction in which they are
moving. That will make us realize what changes are taking place
and may help us to discern more
or less clearly the design of the
days to come.
There can be little doubt that
we are in the midst of a transition
from one historical era to another. The movement toward greater freedom for the individual
which has been going on for more
than four centuries seems to have
lost its force, and a movement in
the opposite direction, toward
Yesting more and more authority
in society, is gaining ground all
over the world. It is not at all
self-evident that this change is to
be deplored. Individualism emphasized rights, but it too often
failed to inculcate duties, which
are stressed by collectivism. It
may well be a mercy of God that
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the pendulum is now moving
back toward a more close-knit society before individualistic freedom had swung to the extreme of
anarchy. Perhaps the best service
that we can render is to do what
may be in our power to keep the
principle of authority from being, in turn, extended too far
at the expense of freedom.

Hysteria Again
we read in the Old Testament in our younger days,
we were sorely puzzled by one
type of account that recurred
over and over, especially in the
Book of Judges. It was related
that men and groups of men who
had seen the most obvious and
startling manifestations of divine
power seemed to forget their experience before many days were
over and to act as if nothing of
the kind had ever happened. We
could .not conceive how such a
thing was possible. Was it not
rather to be expected that the
memory of what they had been
privileged to behold would be indelibly impressed and would infallibly rise to influence their future attitudes and actions?

W
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Our puzzlement on that point
has long since been laid. Men are
just like that today-not all of
them, but the great majority.
They live in the present; and
present interests, emotions, and
desires sway and control them,
overruling no matter what counsels of wisdom their own past experience could furnish. In other
· words, however much men may
pride themselves on their reasoning powers, they usually do not
let them govern when they come
in conflict with the promptings
of the irrational parts of their
nature. Who, for instance, would
have thought that the lessons of
the first World War would be
forgotten so soon in Americanot only by those who have no
personal stake in a future war
and are anxious only to send others into the shambles, but also by
some who are direct! y concerned?
Who would have thought that the
same tricks that decoyed America
into one war could be used successfully again? Who would have
thought that a country that has
led us by the nose once would find
us holding out our nose for a second time? But such a pitiful creature is man. So he was in the
time of the Judges, and so he is
today.

I
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PILGRIM
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
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where soon it will be dawn, to
the world beyond the end of the
rails and the beginning of the sea,
where men do not like snow this
year, because it makes shooting
and bombing m01·e difficult . . .
But here now, the wind and the
trains make a solemn concert and
the hills are reverent in silence
. . . If I stand close to this tree
and raise my collar against the
wind, I can think for a while
about Christmas ...

Bethlehem and 1941
at dusk the first snow
of the new winter fell on my
town . . . Driven almost horizontally by a wind from the north it
whirled through the cone of light
thrown by the lamp across the
street, from darkness to darkness
... On the _edge of town, where
the road crosses the railroad
tracks, the shocks of corn which
I had seen brown in October were
now white on the side toward the
wind ... At this hour every day
as night falls over my town, the
air is alive with the moan of our
mainline trains rushing toward
New York ... These are the last
romantic sounds of our clattering
age, the only sounds which still
remind us of time and distance
. . . All day my town has gone
about its work . . . Later it will
sleep ... Just now, in this hour
between day and night, it is joined
for a moment to the city eight
hundred miles toward the rising
sun and beyond it to Europe,
TONIGHT

The Christmas of childhood ...
I remember that we were very
happy then because, for all we
knew, there was nothing in the
world but happiness . . . There
was kindness everywhere, as far
as we could see, and the snow and
lighted trees and the bright ribbons and the piles of oranges and
candies in the shop windows were
the natural accompaniment of
our joy ... We had a crib under
the Christmas tree and there, ev-

IO
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ery year, forever young, forever
fair, the Child lay in the manger, the shepherds knelt adoring,
and the Kings were coming over
the canvas hill from the East . . .
It was natural that they should
come every year ... We knew as
only children can know that they
had never been very far away ...
They were very real, these shepherds and Kings in clay, far more
real than the strange, mad world
which began to loom before us in
the headlines we were beginning
to read ... We did not know that
beyond the carols, the lights, and
the snow there were many to
whom these things meant only a
new loneliness-the loneliness of
being shut out from a brightly
lighted house . . . We did not
know that the full measure of the
world's unhappiness can be seen
clearly only in the light of Christmas . . . Bethlehem, the manger,
the Mother, the Child under our
tree ... Bedlam, hate, fear, hunger under the stars . . . Year by
year the world stood more solidly
against the light of Christmas and
cast deeper shadows ... Long ago
we knew that the Kings would
bring gifts and that the tree would
stand until they arrived at the
feast of Epiphany ... Today we
know too that the world's only
gifts at Epiphany, 1942, will be
hunger and fear and loneliness

11

... We come to the manger with
less than we ever had before .

The sound of the wind in the
telephone wires rises to a higher
note ... Now, as dusk falls over
my town, I know that all the
Jights of my brave world are impermanent swamplights . . . I
have no room and no sympathy
for easy optimism now at Christmas, 1941 . . . We were and are
alone, children of the dust, visitors in time and strangers in eternity, lost in the far places of sin
. . . If this were not true, there
would' have been no need for a first
Christmas or 1,900 since then ...
There were soldiers then and wars
we have forgotten and fear and
pain ... The world was what it
is, ~en were what we are, and it
was for a world like this and men
like us that Christ was born in
Bethlehem . . . So, as night comes
down, the darkness drives away
the years, and Bethlehem and
1941 become parts of the same
divine plan, point and counterpoint, strophe and antistrophe
. . . One momentary, the other
eternal . . . Also in 1941 our
lighted trees will be our bonfires
in the dark, the answer of our
loneliness to the star that came
and stood over the place where
the young Child lay ... A prayer

I
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for the night, to the Child on
Christmas Eve:
Be close. Be with me. Hush the day's
last cries
That echo in my ear.
Put out the light that glitters in my
eyes;
The Night is here.
Quiet my hands restless and quivering,
Quench the last tear I weep,
Dismiss my voice, blow out my
breath, and sing
My heart to sleep.

Bethlehem and 1941 . . . Out
here in the night I remember, beyond the noise and hate, that our
first Christmas was marked by
simplicity and grace, by quiet and
stillness .· .. In one respect it was
of course an exciting and topsyturvy night ... God was a Child,
angels spoke to shepherds, a proud
king in his palace was vaguely
troubled . . . But over it all was
this divine tranquillity, all things
in quiet silence, and the night at
midnight . . . We need this now
more than ever . . .
Quiet are the meadows
Where the Chfist is born,
And quiet are the shadows
Of the early morn.
Not a word is spoken
As the moment comes;

Not a star broken
Into silver crumbs.
Here the world's comfort is,
Here the world's wonder.
A Virgin gives her Babe a kissWho treads the serpent under.
Though Herod in Jerusalem
Heed not Rachel's weeping,
Blest has been Bethlehem
With a Child sleeping.
And Off our sad hearts sere with care
Glad breaks the morn.
"Hosannah," peals the frosty air,
"A Son is born."

Bethlehem 1900 years later . . .
H. V. Morton in his book, In the
Steps of the Master, tells us what
men have done to the place which
God chose to come into time and
space ... There is a cave there ...
"Fifty-three silver lamps hardly
lighten the gloom of the underground cavern. It is a small cave
about fourteen yards long and four
yards wide. Its walls are covered
with tapestry that reeks of stale
incense. If you draw this tapestry
aside, you see that the walls are
the rough, smoke-blackened walls
of a cave. Gold, silver and tinsel
ornaments gleam in the pale glow
of the fifty-three lamps.
"I thought I was alone in the
cavern until someone moved in
the darkness, and I noticed the
policeman who is always on duty
to prevent disputes between the
Greek and the Armenian priests.
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This church, like the Church of
the Holy Sepulchre, suffers from
divided ownership. It is in the
hands of the Latins, the Greeks,
2.nd the Armenians.
"So jealous are the various
churches of their rights that even
the sweeping of the dust is sometimes a dangerous task, and there
is a column in which are three
nails, one on which the Latins
may hang a picture, one on which
the Greeks may do so, and a neutral nail on which no sect may
hang anything.
"In the floor there is a star,
and round it a Latin inscription
which says: 'Here Jesus Christ
was born of the Virgin Mary.'
The removal of this star years
ago led to a quarrel between
France and Russia which blazed
into the Crimean War.
"Such truths may seem terrible;
but this, alas, is an imperfect
world. It is therefore necessary, as
you stand in the Church of the
Nativity, or in the Holy Sepulchre, to try and forget the frailties of men and to look beyond
them to the truth and the beauty
which they seem to obscure.
"As I stood in this dark, pungent cavern I forgot, I am afraid,
all the clever and learned things
written about the Nativity by
German professors, and I seemed
to hear voices singing under a
frosty sky:
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0 come, all ye faithful,
Joyful and triumphant,
0 come ye, 0 come ye to Bethlehem.

"How different is this dark little cave under a church from the
manger and the stable of one's
imagination! As a child, I thought
of it as a thatched English barn
with wooden troughs· for oats and
hay, and a great pile of fodder
on which the Wise Men knelt to
adore 'the new-born Child.' Down
the long avenues of memory I
seemed to hear the waifs singing
in the white hush of Christmas
night:
While Shepherds watched their
flocks by night,
All seated on the ground,
The Angel of the Lord came down,
And glory shone around."

"And suddenly there was with
the angel a multitude of the
heavenly host praising God" . . .
A year ago Fitzpatrick, the famous cartoonist of the St. Louis
Post-Dispatch published a picture
of a mother and her child in arms
fleeing from a host of bombers in
a darkening sky ... The title of
the picture was a glimpse of our
depths: "Hark, the herald angels
sing" . . . And yet, now in 1941,
beyond the Stukas and Hurricanes and Aerocobras, the angels
sing to shepherd hearts all over
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the world . . . We, now so late
and so far away, may forget that
the angelic choir is part of the
unchanging nature of eternity
. . . Were there, that night at
Bethlehem, in the chorus of the
fields and heavens, angels who
remembered other tasks? . . .
The angel who had stood at the
gates of Paradise Lost with the
flaming sword-the angel who visited Abraham in his tent-the angel who was with Daniel in the
lions' aen-were they not in that
great company at Bethlehem? . . .
Their task had changed now and
their work had come to its eternal climax ... Now, a song which
would never die, in a few years a
visit to a garden by one of them
on the night when their legions
would not be called to sing but
only to stand silent . . . This was
their shining hour . . . And did

they not know too that it would
never end? . . . Their song was
of glory and of peace . . . Men
would again be gripped by hate
and despair . . . They would fight
and kill and lie and deny . . .
But their song, they knew, would
be an everlasting antiphony . . .
It would move down the centuries, above, beneath, and in the
earth, from Christmas to Christmas . . . In it alone would be
hope before death and after death
. . . Their song would live to the
2000th Christmas, to the 3000th,
and at length to the last Christmas the world will see . . . And
on that final December 25, as on
the first, the angels will know, as
we must know in 1941, that the
heart which began to beat in
Bethlehem still beats in the world
and for the world . . . And for
us

Bethesda
We choose our own Bethesda where we lie,
Sometimes a crowded pool, sometimes alone;
But soon or later Jesus will pass by,
And soon or later He will hear our sigh
And raise us gently from our bed of stone.
LYDIA HOBART.

I
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A CHRISTMAS GARLAND
By
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frain, the long-looked-for fullness
of time had at last dawned upon
the world, and the Son of God
Himself walked the streets of this
earth to perform the redemptive
work assigned to Him in the
counsels of eternity.
Since then the heralds of our
Divine Redeemer have gone forth
into the highways and byways of
this earth to sing the music of the
Song of the Angels into the hearts
of the children of men everywhere. It has brought peace and
hope to the Christian martyrs
awaiting their doom in the dungeons of the Roman Coliseum. It
has given rest to the weary and
heavy-laden in all ages of the
Christian era. It has re-echoed its
glad tidings in the great cathedrals crowded with devout worshipers, as well as to the lowly
groups in the humble churches in
the villages and countrysides. In
hundreds of thousands of folk
songs, gospel songs, anthems,
hymns, choruses, masses, and oratorios the refrain of this Song has

The Song of the Angels
"The earth has grown old with
its burden of care,
But at Christmas it always is
young.
The heart of the jewel burns lustrous and fair,
And its soul full of music breaks
forth on the air,
When the Song of the Angels
is sung."
Phillips Brooks once sang
of the world's enduring need
of the Song of the Angels. This
sinful world has always had need
of this angelic Song. It sent forth
its first tones of hope in the remote past of Eden after the Fall.
Abraham heard -its strains and
was glad. David tuned his harp
to its music. Isaiah, Micah, Malachi, and other prophets echoed
and re-echoed its precious theme.
And when nineteen hundred
years ago the fortunate sheepherders on the plains of Bethlehem heard the very angels of
heaven sing out its grand reTHUS
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repeated itself again and again,
bringing peace and comfort to
rich and poor, favored and illfavored, lettered and unlettered;
to the young and to the aged; to
the freeman and the slave; to the
sick, the sorrowing, and the dying. It is the one song that Christians of all races and kindreds
and tongues and people have in
common.
And today, as we look out upon a war-torn, hate-inflamed, sinstricken world and contemplate
its foremost need, more than anything else our world needs the
spiritual blessings of which the
angels sang on that first Christmas eve: "Glory to God in the
highest, and on earth peace, good
will toward men."

~
It Came to Pass
are the areas in
which events take place. The
element of time may be no more
than a split second, and the element of space not more than a
few square inches somwhere in
this mighty universe. Yet each
unit of time and each unit of
space has a history to tell. Were
it possible to relate all events
that have come to pass in every
unit of time and space, that record would fill not a few dozen but
tens of thousands of volumes.
As matters stand, mankind
TIME AND SPACE

knows of only a proportionately
few events that came to pass. History records only those, and generations of men are interested
only in those which seem to have
had some bearing on subsequent
history. It tells of the achievements of military heroes, explorers, statesmen, scientists, authors,
artists, and other leaders of men.
It takes note of significant changes
that have taken place in the complexion of the solar system. It records the spread of Hellenistic
civilization in the Mediterranean
world due to Alexander's conquests. It tells that Columbus discovered a new continent, that
Washington was the father of
these United States, that Newton
formulated the law of gravitation, that Alexander G. Bell gave
to the world the telephone, Marconi the wireless telegraph, Edison the incandescent lamp; that
Pasteur was the pioneer in serum-therapy and that Koch discovered the germ of tuberculosis. It tells of the literary achievements of Plato, Dante, Shakespeare, Goethe, and others. It
immortalizes the names of painters and musicians like Rubens,
Rembrandt, Bach, and Beethoven. It tells of meteors that have
fallen from the sky, of rivers that
have changed their bed, and of
islands that have disappeared.
Yet of immeasurably greater
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importance than all other events
which have come to pass, is that
which took place on a calm night
some 1941 years ago, when Augustus was emperor of Rome, and
which occurred in a stable in a
small hamlet in Palestine known
as Bethlehem. God Himself had
St. Luke record that event in the
simple words, "It came to pass
while they were there, the days
were fulfilled that she should be
delivered, and she brought forth
her first-born son." That event
was the birth of Jesus Christ, the
Son of God. Even as the morning
glow of a summer day's sun
quickly volatilizes the pearls of
dew on the verdant meadow, so
that event reduces to thin vapor
whatever importance men may
attach to all other recorded and
non-recorded historical happenings. Yes, around that event gather all previous and all subsequent
history. Let Jews still regard creation as that occurrence to which
all later happenings should be referred. Let Japanese historians
make the accession of Jimmu
Tenno, who flourished some 2,600
years ago, the event to which all
later Japanese history must be related. Let Fascists date events as
preceding or following the rise
of fascism nineteen years ago. It
is the birth of Jesus Christ which
is the center of all historical gravitation.
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Men's hearts beat quickly when
they commemorate significant
events of the past. But it is the
birth of Jesus which causes these
hearts to burst forth in rapturous
hymns of adoration and praise to
God. The birth of Jesus means
for them that God kept His
Word, that He sent His Son to
be the world's Redeemer from sin
and its fearful consequences at
that moment of time and into
that humble unit of space which
He had ordained before there was
time and space.

Good Will to All Men
on Christmas Eve to the
other side of the city through
the downtown streets glaring in
neon lights and noisy with the
last rush of shoppers, I stood at
the bedside of a dying negro. For
more than a score of years he had
been blind. Once more he wanted to hear the Christmas story.
The light and the glory of it
would, he whispered, guide him
safely through the valley of the
shadow. He was absolutely sure
of that as the increasing firmness
with which he clasped my hand
so eloquently told me. There was
no need of a Christmas tree to
decorate the bleak room and no
need of candles or garlands. But
all the Christmas which God inCALLED
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tended for the human race was
there.
I felt in the solemn stillness of
that room, as I had never felt before, the majestic simplicity of
Christmas. In heaven the angels
may sing and in the skies a star
of wonder may appear, but on
earth there are only the great
simplicities-an infant in a manger and faithful hearts to take
Him in. I think the tinsel with
which our culture attempts for a
short season to cover the hardness
at its heart has meant much less
to me since I saw the Light of
Heaven fill a barren room and
flood a faithful soul with the full
and ultimate meaning of Christmas. "In Him was life, and the
life was the Light of men." ... .
The glory from the other side
which shone on the sightless
countenance of a dying negro on
Christmas Eve revealed something of the depth and of the decisiveness of these sublime monosyllables.
In the novel light of this Christmas Eve I think I saw the answer
to the problem of race relations
in the Church. The Love of God
which came down from Heaven
on Christmas scorns the barriers
which men build between the
races. I know this better now.
Never can I forget the feel of that
saintly hand upon my head nor
the strange richness of the faint

voice thankfully whispering the
Aaronic benediction to bid me
farewell until the dawn of God's
eternal Christmas Day. Whatever
may be the attitude of the world
and however subtly it may rationalize and justify its injustices
and inequalities, the saints of
God are one in the Love which on
Christmas came into the world
for all men. The Church cannot
make the distinctions between
races which the world so cruelly
makes. The tie which binds the
saints to each other and to their
God is as strong as the hands of
the Christchild. And it must
reach as far arid as deep as His
love.
On Christmas Eve some years
ago these garlands of truth were
strung in my heart and I ask no
more of Christmas than that they
be kept fresh and evergreen.
"And give thee peace," too,
brother, until we meet again
where the angels sing.

~
Christmas Peace
s peace an anachronism? It
might almost seem so, as the
spirit of vengeance and hate and
intolerance and oppression and
slaughter continues to stalk the
face of the earth. But into our
seething, flaming world comes
again the spirit of the Prince of
Peace to assure the children of
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men that peace is not a fantasy,
not a delusion, not a ghost of
bygone days nevermore to be recaptured, but that peace-even in
this grim and terrible Today-is
the most real and most precious
treasure of the human soul. For
at Christmas we hear again the
ageless song of the herald angels
over Bethlehem's fields, "Glory
to God in the highest, and on
earth peace, good will toward
men.'' And perhaps the very fact
that our Christmas celebration
this year finds the world faced
with despair and bent on self-destruction will cause us to hear a bit
more clearly the angels' melody
of peace and to understand a bit
more truly the olden Christmas
prophecy, "His name shall be
called .... the Prince of Peace."
For the peace which Christ, the
Prince of Peace, brought to mankind that first Christmas morning
and which He has bequeathed to
His followers for all the ages of
time, is not a material, earthly
peace, but a spiritual, heavenly
peace; not a peace for the body,
but a peace for the soul; not a
peace for any short and limited
duration of time, but a peace
that will last to all eternity; not
a peace dependent upon the
whims and ambitions of earthly
rulers, but a peace guaranteed by
the solemn pledge of a sovereign
God; not a peace contracted by

I
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any earth-bound alliance, but a
peace established between God
and man and sealed in the red
blood that flowed on Calvarythat peace of heart and soul and
conscience that assures us that
we are the children of God; that
peace which enables us to rise
above the sorrows and trials of
this sin-burdened life; that peace
which sets our affections upon
things eternal, those things that
shall never pass away, even
though all creation should totter
and crash 'round about our ears.
That is the peace concerning
which Christ Himself declared,
''Peace I leave with you, my
peace I give unto you; not as the
world giveth, give I unto you."
That is the peace of which the
Christmas angels sang. That is
the peace of which Christ has become the Prince. That is the
peace that the Christmas evangel
brings into our hearts. And that
fr the peace that, in a world of
tears and fury and death, can
make us happy and hopeful-and
victorious.

Christmas Carols
how the war, with its
unspeakable horrors, has affected the world-famous Wiener
Sangerknaben (Vienna Choir
Boys) . Is the organization still in
existence? Founded in 1498 by a
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decree of Maximilian I, the choir
has survived many terrible upheavals on the European continent. In all likelihood, it will
weather the tempest which is raging at the present time. Song, you
know, brings surcease from suffering.
The Christmastide is a season
of singing. After the Angel of the
Lord had brought to the shepherds the good tidings of the
birth of the Savior, the multitude
of the heavenly hosts broke forth
into a paean of rejoicing such as
the ears of mortal man have never
again heard. Angels of God intoned the first Christmas hymn,
and ever since that time many
grateful and believing poets and
composers have tried to express
in verse and in melody the peace
<md the happiness which fill the
hearts of sinners who accept J esus Christ, the Godman, as their
one and only Redeemer.
Why do I wonder about the
Wiener Siingerknaben as I write
on Christmas as a time of singing? Why do my thoughts turn
involuntarily to the renowned
organization . in which Franz
Schubert, Joseph Haydn, Hans
Richter, Felix Mott!, Clemens
Krauss, and many other musicians of note received training in
their boyhood days? It is because
the Wiener Siingerknaben, with
their wonderfully beautiful sing-

ing, have for a number of years
given me genuine pleasure and
unforgettable edification during
the season of Christmas.
The Vienna Choir Boys sing
with simplicity, directness, and
extraordinary tonal beauty.
There are no frills either in the
arrangements they use or in their
readings.
Even though totalitarianism,
which insists on subordinating religion to what dictators choose to
look upon as the best interests of
the state, can, and does, cause
more than one misguided individual to sneer at the true Chrismas message and at Christmas
carols, it can never nullify the
power and the glory of the good .
tidings of the grace of a long-suffering God; nor can it, in the
end, prevail against such sterling
artistry as is exemplified in the
beautiful singing of the Wiener
Siingerknaben.

~
Home to Bethlehem
was homeless when His eyes
opened for the first time on
the lights of earth. A hut might
have been a home, though ever
so poor a one; a corner in the inn
would have been a home, though
a leased and temporary one. But
CJ. stable is home only to the
furred and feathered folk of the
fields, the highways, and the air.
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So, from the first moment, He became one of us-of us whose ancestral home is in Eden and who
liave wandered afield these weary
thousands of years and cannot
find the way back. Yes, His homelessness helps to bind Him into
our family,
For men are homesick in their
homes,
And strangers under the sun,
And they lay their heads in a foreign land
Whenever the day is done.

Yet, under the strange alchemy
of heaven, according to which
His indigences and afflictions are
transmuted into their exact opposite for us, He, the Homeless One,
restored to us our lost home rights
in Eden. That the gates of the
other world swung open that
night and a burst of celestial song
and glory poured out over neighhoring fields was an earnest and
a pledge of our homecoming.
Though our way still lies through
the land of our pilgrimage, we
journey with the foretaste of
home in our hearts, especially in
these days when our eyes turn to
Bethlehem,
To the end of the way of the wandering star,
To the things that cannot be and
that are,
To the place where God was homeless
That all men may be at home.
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A Song
The department store was overcrowded this morning because,
as a matter of tradition the great
chorus was to sing once more,
the immortal Messiah. She was
very frail and thin and the child
in her arms was just as hungry
as she was. They stood up above
the well on the fourth floor, looking down at the choristers as they
sang the glorious strains of the
great Messiah.
Somewhere in her life there
had been a song, years ago, but
somewhere in her life the song
had died. She hummed along as
the great and difficult choruses
were skillfully woven together into a pattern of melody. She
seemed to sense exactly what the
director was going to do nextshe seemed to feel, perhaps better than any one of the thousands that stood around her, the
dignity and the majesty of such
singing in the midst of great
Christmas shopping crowds. She
pressed the child closer and closer to her as the strains mounted
upward into the great last chorus of the Messiah. Without wanting to, her voice began to sing
along. Around her any number
of people stopped to look at
the thin, frail body with the
glorious voice-around her many
a person wondered how many
years it had been since she had,
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in decency and proper surroundings, been able to sing as she was
singing now-forgetful of everything that was around her-except that the child in her arms
should have a gift of beauty for
Christmas also.
You had a feeling that this
would be all that the child
would have. That somewhere,
back in the dirty and dingy
reaches of the great city, there
was a foul little room, to which
not even a little sun and air

came in summer; and that, with
the windows closed tightly against
the winter winds, it might be
more dismal than ever before.
Whatever it was, you were glad
that somewhere on the earth, man
had invented a song, and that
people still sang as the angels
sang at the first Christmastide,
and that somewhere, in the midst
of a great department store
crowd, a little child received a
gift of beauty from out of the
loneliness of a mother's heart.

Coming Home
We walk along the crunchy snow,
The wind blows in our face;
His tired, sturdy little legs
Are bravely keeping pace.
In spite of woolly cap and scarf
His cheeks are kissed with cold.
His trusting little mittened hand
Tight in my own I hold.
It clasps me warmly round my heart,
That little mittened hand,
And summer sunshine sweeps through me
Though snow is o'er the land.
LYDIA HOBART

_ _ _ _f
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Some Thought-Provoking Questions
[Continued]

BY
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should have terrifying implications. When two or more melodies or bits of melodies are played
or sung simultaneously, we have
counterpoint. The tunes need not
begin or end at the same time.
They may move in parallel motion or in opposite directions.
The one may go up while the
other goes down. They may struggle for supremacy, or they may
work together in peace.
Some scholars maintain that
the musical science called harmony can never be completely divorced from counterpoint. I believe they are right.
Did you ever sing "Three Blind
Mice," "Merrily We Row the
Boat," and other rounds when
you went to school? If so, you became acquainted with the form
which is known as a canon. From
the canon came the fugue, in
which the voices flee, as it were,

How can I learn to enjoy the
music of Bach?
h When the works of Johann Se• . bastian Bach are mentioned,
many think almost involuntarily
of involved tonal mathematics.
They have read and heard that
the great Cantor of Leipzig was
the world's foremost master of
counterpoint, and, for some reason or other, the term "counterpoint" seems to frighten them
into hostile aloofness. There is a
widespread notion that anything
written in a contrapuntal style
must, in the very nature of things,
be hopelessly dry. Bach's music
is often held to be entirely too
intricate for untrained ears. As a
result, many decry the composer
as one of the outstanding examples of all that is perpiexing, bewildering, and boring.
There is no cogent reason why
the very word "counterpoint"
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from one another. It is true that,
as time went on, canons and
fugues became standardized to
some extent; but we know that
the world's greatest masters have
always refused to bend the knee
in abject servility to standardization. They have had the vision to
look far beyond the laws and the
rules that are laid down in textbooks.
When you have the opportunity, listen carefully to the fourth
movement of Cesar Franck's Sonata in A Major, for Violin and
Piano. Here you will find a magnificent example of canonic writing.
It is self-evident that counterpoint will be as dry as dust if it
is not based on pleasing melodies. Music, you see, is far more
than mere mental acrobatics. If
you approach the works of Bach
with your ears cleansed of the
wax of prejudice, you will discover that the great master of counterpoint did not forget that men,
women, and children want tunes
that give pleasure. No one ever
excelled him as a manipulator of
wonderfully skillful polyphony
[another word for counterpoint]
but those who fail to recognize
him as one of the greatest melodists of all time do him a gross
injustice. Countless tunes came
into being in his own fertile
brain, and he frequently made

use of what others had written.
Look for Bach's melodies. They
are easy to find. Counterpoint
need not be trying or terrifying.
In all probability, you will not
want to begin with Bach's fugues.
This would be a wise decision on
your part. When you build a
house, you do not start with the
roof and then hang the roof on
the moon while you lay the foundation.
Listen to the numerous dance
tunes which Bach wrote. The
melodies will soon win their way
into your heart. But don't think
that they are lacking in contrapuntal treatment. They may look
and sound simple; yet close examination will reveal that they are
wrought with surpassing skill.
They will make your initiation
into the mysteries of counterpoint
surprisingly pleasant.
What is the next step? There
are several. But I shall suggest
only one. Become acquainted with
those beautiful tone-poems in
miniature which are called chorale
preludes. You have heard of and,
no doubt, often listened to, symphonic poems by Franz Liszt, Camille Saint-Saens, Modeste Moussorgsky, and others. Works of
this kind are often programmatic. They tell stories. They
create and convey moods. But remember that, in spite of the history books, Liszt was not the in-
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Yentor of the symphonic poem.
In the chorale preludes Bach anticipated the Hungarian master
by many years. The Cantor's
adroitly fashioned chorale fantasies are masterpieces of descriptive writing-masterpieces that
are by no means beyond the grasp
of the average listener.
Incidentally, Bach is still one
of the most modern of all composers.
What is the difference between
Bach and Handel?

f\ Let's eavesdrop for a few mo• . ments while two learned gentlemen holding to widely differing convictions engage in a lively
debate concerning the relative
rank of those two imposing figures in music, George Frederick
Handel and Johann Sebastian
Bach. The one declares with all
the vigor and fervor he can muster that the honored bachelor
was a far greater composer than
the respected family man; the
other maintains with an equal
amount of animation and assurance that the very opposite is
true.
We shall refer to Handel's
champion as Mr. H. Bach's protagonist will be known as Mr. B.
"You must admit,'' says Mr.
H., "that Handel's music appeals
to the rank and file with much
more force and directness than
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one can ever find in anything
written by Bach. The 'Largo'
from Xerxes, for example, has
made its way into almost every
home in the civilized world; and
The Messiah, which teems and
glows with melodies of rare beauty, is one of the most popular sacred works ever composed. Handel's music has dignity and sublimity; Bach's concoctions are
cold, mathematical, and boringly
abstruse.
"Handel never wrote an unsingable passage; Bach was often
merciless in what he demanded
of vocalists. Handel used harmony and counterpoint in a way
to delight and refresh the hearts
of his fellowmen; Bach forsook
beaten paths in order to perform
harmonic and contrapuntal stunts.
Handel, the enterprising bachelor, went out into the world and
broadened his outlook on life;
Bach was a stick-in-the-mud who
reared a large family, taught music in a dry-as-dust fashion, ground
out Latin paradigms, and put
cleverly devised tonal gymnastics
on paper whenever he was able
to find surcease from the roar of
his household and whenever he
could escape from the drudgery
and the cramping atmosphere of
the classroom. Handel, a melodist
by the grace of God, wrote for
the heart; Bach, a warped and
hidebound schoolmaster, com-
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posed for the head-but not, if
you please, for my head."
"Stuff and nonsense!" declares
Mr. B. "Do you actually believe
that the 'Largo' from Xerxes has
a greater appeal than, let us say,
that wonderful melody which,
because of August Wilhelmj's arrangement for the violin, has
come to be known as the 'Air for
the G String'? The Messiah, I
know, is a masterwork; but, when
compared with the sacred music
given to us by Bach, it has glaring limitations. I grant that much
of what Handel wrote will endure throughout the ages; yet I
am sure that, as time goes on,
Bach will continue to outstrip
him in popularity. True, Bach's
music is far more difficult to sing
and to play than Handel's; but it
ifi infinitely richer in texture and
in content. Bach was one of music's intrepid and most important trail-blazers. He chafed at the
restrictions imposed upon composers by the diatonic scale; he
had the urge, the vision, and the
boldness to reach out into the
multi-colored domain of chromaticism; he anticipated many
of the devices employed by later
masters.
"Harmonic coloring is in the

air today. Without it even jazz
would soon turn up its light, fantastic toes and wither away from
the earth. All this modern exploring in the boundless region of
the chromatic scale is traceable
largely to the influence of Bach.
Consequently, his vogue is growing by leaps and bounds.
"The frequently repeated statement that Bach was not one of the
world's great melodists is tosh of
the worst kind. To shout that his
polyphony is dry is merely to
echo a curious but widely disseminated fallacy. Who is more
important today for pianists and
organists? Is it Bach, or is it Handel? When we men ti on the organ
concertos, the 'Harmonious Blacksmith,' the 'Chaconne in G,' and
a mere handful of the· suites for
harpsichord, we have told practically the whole story of Handel's influenGe on today's devotees of the keyboard. But hundreds of Bach's works in this field
are still used. Many of them serve
almost as daily bread for those
who play the piano or the organ."
We must cease our eavesdropping. Debates of this kind will
go on and on long after the weary
cows have come home.
[To be continued]
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Double Concerto
in A Minor, Op. 102. Jascha Heifetz, violin; Emanuel Feuermann,
'cello; and the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra under Eugene
Ormandy.- Some critics have declared that this work lacks spontaneity; but their verdict is based
on a superficial acquaintance with
the composition. Heifetz, Feuermann, and Ormandy overcome the
formidable difficulties with awe-inspiring mastery and imbue their
reading with unusually sensitive
understanding. Victor Album 815.
$4.50.

JoHANNES BRAHMS.

"Now Let
Every Tongue Adore Thee," from
Sleepers, Awake! Dorothy Maynor,
soprano, and the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra under Eugene
Ormandy. "Herzliebster Jesu," from
the St. Matthew Passion. The Philadelphia Orchestra under Orm·
andy.-The fine orchestral arrangements are the work of Charles
O'Connell. Miss Maynor, who has
one of the most glorious voices of
our time, sings with fervor and
penetrating understanding. Victor
disc 18166. $1.00.

JOHANN SEBASTIAN BACH.

AMADEUS MozART. Serenade No. 11, in E Flat Major, for
Two Oboes, Two Clarinets, Two
Horns, and Two Bassoons. Members of the Alumni Orchestra of
the National Orchestral Association
under Richard Korn.-A praiseworthy reading of a rarely heard work.
This excellent recording is another
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noteworthy contribution to the observance of the hundred and fif tieth anniversary of Mozart's death.
Victor Album 826. $3.50.
THE HEART OF THE PIANO CONCERTO.

Jesus Maria Sanroma, pianist, and
the Victor Symphony Orchestra under Charles O'Connell.-Eight excellently played appetizers. Mr. Sanroma and Mr. O'Connell have
made condensed versions of movements of Bach's Concerto No. 1, in
D Minor: Mozart's Concerto No.
20, in D Minor; Schuma~m's Concerto in A Minor; Beethoven's Concerto No. 3, in C Minor; Grieg's
Concerto in A Minor; Tchaikovsky's Concerto No. 1, in B Flat Minor; Rachmaninoff's Concerto No.
2, in C Minor; and Gershwin's
Rhapsody in Blue. Victor Album
818. $4.50.

Concerto
No. 1, in B Flat Minor, Op. 23.
Vladimir Horowitz, pianist, and
the NBC Symphony Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini.-The wizardry of Horowitz's Gargantuan
technic is almost unbelievable.
Were there ever such octaves on
land or sea? Toscanini, too, throws
new light on this ever popular
work. Current jazz abominations
based on the concerto do no harm.
They help advertise what Tchaikovsky achieved. Victor Album
800. $4.50.-1812 Overture. The
Cleveland Symphony Orchestra
under Artur Rodzinski.-No previous recording of this composition

PETER lLYICH TCHAIKOVSKY.
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has caught the tonal brillance engraved on the two discs contained
in this set. Columbia Album X205. $2.50.-Symphony No. 5, in E
Minor, Op. 64. The Philadelphia
Symphony Orchestra under Eugene
Ormandy.-An electrifying performance of a much-recorded work.
The reading of the Finale is particularly exciting. Victor Album
828. $5.50.
ENEsco. Rumanian Rhapsody No. 1, in A Major, Op. 11.
The Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra under Eugene Ormandy.
Rumanian Rhapsody No. 2, in D
Major, Op. 11. The National
Symphony Orchestra under Hans
Kindler.-Remarkably effective
tone-poems based on authentic folk
music. Enesco is one of the truly
great musicians of the present time.
Victor Album 830. $2.50.

GEORGES

KoDALY. Dances from Galanta. The Boston "Pops" Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler.-These
engaging dances, which are purposely reminiscent of the music of
Hungarian Gypsies, were composed in 1934 for the fiftieth anniversary of the Philharmonic Society of Budapest. Both the recording and the performance are
superb. Victor Album 834. $2.50.

ZoLTAN

summate mastery of the art of
conducting. Columbia Album 469.
$6.50.
FELIX

MENDELSSOHN

lLYICH TCHAIKOVSKY. Symphony No. 4, in F Minor. The Minneapolis Symphony under Dmitri
Mitropoulos.-An exciting performance by a master among conductors. Columbia Album 468. $5.50.

PETER

Symphony No. 3,
in E Flat Major ("Rhenish"). The
New York Philharmonic-Symphony
Orchestra under Bruno Walter.Walter knows the secret of revealing the essence of Schumann's music. Columbia Album 464. $4.50.

ROBERT SCHUMANN.

Symphony No. 1,
in D Major. The Minneapolis
Symphony Orchestra under Dmitri
Mitropoulos.-A reading based at
once on penetrating understanding of the symphony and on con·

GusTAv MAHLER.

BARTHOLDY.

Concerto No. 1, in G Minor, for
Piano and Orchestra, Op. 25. Jesus Maria Sanroma, pianist, and
the Boston "Pops" Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler.-A vigorous
performance of a work which has
long been used as a teething-ring
by many budding pianists. The
composition is not electrifying;
but it is pleasingly melodious and
written with the typical Mendelssohnian elegance. Two of the
Songs Without Words are played
as encores. Victor Album 780. $3.50.
-Capriccio Brilliant, Op. 22. Joanna Graudan, pianist, and the Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra under Dmitri Mitropoulos.-The
ghost is made to walk with much
grace and vigor. Fledgling pianists
will derive much profit from this
recording. Columbia Album X197. $2.50.
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READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff

Civil War Days
REVEILLE IN WASHINGTON:
1860-1865. By Margaret Leech.
Harper & Brothers, New York.
1941. 483 pages. Illustrated. $3.50.
story of our national capital
T during
the crucial Civil War days
HE

is pertinent and timely. Once again,
after a span of slumbering, peacetime years, the eyes of an anxious
and aroused nation are turned toward Washington; once again our
democratic way of life is in jeopardy;
once again, as a nation and as individuals, we face a crisis. Then, to
quote the words of a great American, the people of our country were
brought to the realization that "the
nation cannot endure half-slave and
half-free." Today the hard fate of
peace-minded nations moves us to
wonder how long we can endure in
a world which is rapidly becoming
shackled and enslaved.
There were defeatists in 1860, just
as there are defeatists today. There
were those who believed that in
fighting for the freedom of the black
man we would lose our own free-

dom; there were those who failed
to grasp or to value the underlying
strength and the potential greatness
of the alert young republic which
had emerged from the hard-fought
War for Independence; there were
those to whom the capital city was
merely "a relic of an optimistic moment in history when men had essayed an experiment called democracy." They saw the rising monuments
of the republic not as the symbols
of power and progress but as the
images of ruin and decay; they were
ready to admit that democracy had
failed. "But," as Margaret Leech tells
us in an interview with Robert van
Gelder, of the New York Times, "if
there's one thing I found out, it is
that democracy is tough enough to
take anything. It needn't change
much to make a fight. It need only
wake up! The Fifth Column? Washington during Civil War days was
filled with fifth columnists. Lincoln
was bitterly and noisily hated. And
the change was slow in coming. But
when the North did awaken, there
was no possible stopping it."
Miss Leech, who in private life is
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Mrs. Ralph Pulitzer, spent five years
in the writing of Reveille in Washington. With painstaking care she
examined letters, diaries, biographies,
memoirs, old newspapers, and, in
fact, every source from which she
might glean authentic bits of information concerning the day-to-day
happenings in Washington during its
period of ordeal. The result is a
vivid, robust, and eminently readable
narrative. Critics and reviewers have
been wholehearted in their praise.
Allan Nevins says of it, "The book
can be called a work of genuine distinction, both in literary and historical senses." And William Allen White
declares it to be "a book about yesterday that is eternally true today."
An Englishwoman wrote from Essex,
England, that she had "noticed many
parallels between actual conditions
and events in England during this
war and Miss Leech's account of
events in Washington during the
Civil War." Many who read the excerpts from Reveille in Washington
which were published in The Atlantic during the summer months asked
that much of the material contained
in the early chapters be omitted from
the book. "But that," Miss Leech tells
us, "would have made a static picture, and I wanted to show development. And isn't it fortunate that I
insisted on leaving all that in? Because it is the early stuff that is so
quickly realized as applying now."
Miss Leech continues: "At first I
tried to keep Lincoln out of the
book, because, after all, it was the
story of Washington. But I found
that was like doing a book about
the disciples and not mentioning

whose disciples they were. Late in
the writing I realized this and sort
of inserted Lincoln. Some reviewers
have said that the book is all Lincoln, and some have said that he
isn't in it enough. So I guess the
amount is about right."
It is true that Miss Leech rarely
places the Civil War president in
the foreground of her vivid and colorful picture of Washington; but we
never lose sight of the great figure
who dominated the fate-crowded
stage on which the tragic drama of
the war between the States was being enacted. In good days and in
bad, in victory and in defeat, Lincoln could, and did, plead for a national spirit which should reflect his
own philosophy of good will-with
malice toward none and charity for
all.
N
the closing months of 1860
. Washington was in a turmoil. Its
very existence as the Federal City
seemed threatened. The cloud of a
fiercely contested presidential election hung heavy over the nation and
cast ever deepening shadows over the
capital. Talk of secession was open
and unrebuked, and Southern senators made no secret of their disloyalty to the Union. In his famous autobiography Henry Adams observes
that the events of the winter of
1860-1861 might well be called "an
education in treason: the singular
spectacle of a government trying to
destroy itself." The conspiracy for
disunion was widespread: it included
three members of the president's
cabinet as well as other high-placed
servants of the nation. Government
clerks openly sported secession cock-
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ades on their coats; and over their
whiskey at Willard's Bar they boastfully declared that, even if elected,
the upstart from Illinois would never
be inaugurated. The opening of Congress in December found the extremists of the North and the South
drawn up in hostile ranks. Southern
hotspurs shouted for state sovereignty and for the dissolution of the
Union. Tauntingly they declared
that Northern men were cowards and
would never fight. Throughout South
Carolina, Federal courts had been
suspended, and palmetto banners had
replaced the Stars and Stripes over
the State House. A great wave of
rebellion was gathering momentum
throughout the South. Its pent-up
fury was soon to be released upon
an unhappy nation.
For many years the issue of slavery
had been before the public, and
many times a collision between the
opposing ideologies had seemed unavoidable. Always before, a compromise had been effected, and a clash
had been averted. Belatedly the people of the North were beginning to
realize that the picture had changed,
that war was imminent and inevitable. There was no longer hope of
compromise with the senators from
the Carolinas, Georgia, Louisiana,
Mississippi, and Texas.
On the other side of the senate
chamber sat men who were no less
unyielding-men who had grown
strong with the rising power and the
increasing strength of the young Republican party, men who hated slavery and coveted power and prestige.
The senators from Ohio, New Hampshire, Maine, Illinois, Iowa, Massa-
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chusetts, and New York were determined to make no concessions to the
pro-slavery group, to refrain from
any and all measures of appeasement and conciliation.
The news of the surrender of Fort
Sumter reached Washington on April
13, 1861. Civil war was upon the
nation. The bonfire kindled by politicians had lighted a great blaze of
rebellion. Four long years were to
pass before the flames of revolt would
be quenched in the rivers of blood
which ran red on the battlefields of
the North and the South and by the
anguished tears which were shed for
those who gave to their country the
last full measure of loyalty and devotion. The story of those days is
known to every American.
years of the war were, for
T thefirst
Union, marked by disappointHE

ments and defeats, by inefficiency and
corrupt dealings, by disorder and
panic. Then came the triumphant
last year of the conflict, when an
exhausted South finally gave ground
before the fresh armies of the North.
The trail which led from Bull Run
to Appomattox was a long and
bloody one. The preservation of the
Union was bought at a great price.
The desperate, beleaguered years had
brought to Washington its own reveille, its own glorious awakening.
The raw and squalid Southern town
of 1860 had been transformed into
a real capital city, into the vital and
pulsating nerve center of a great
democracy.
Late in May, 1865, Washington
made ready for the last great pageant
of the war. The emblems of mourn-
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ing, which since the early morning
hours of April 15 had shrouded the
capital, gave place to bright banners
and gay bunting. Before the White
House a covered pavilion decorated
with flags, flowers, and evergreens
was erected. Here on May 24 and 25
the armies of the nation passed in
review before Andrew Johnson and
Ulysses S. Grant. One hundred and
fifty thousand blue-clad veterans
marched, their heads high and their
eyes bright with the faith and the
courage which kept the nation united. With them moved another army
-an unseen army, a shadow army,
the great army of the dead. In broken, unsubstantial ranks they seemed
to form behind their tattered battleflags. And on the reviewing stand
another misty figure seemed to rise
and take its place behind President
Johnson-a tall, gaunt figure which
looked with patient, kindly eyes upon the pomp and the ceremony of
the Union triumph.
The guns had fallen silent. All
over the nation, in blue uniforms
and in gray, soldiers were going home
to take up the duties of peace-time
living. In the Nor th and in the South
there was strength in those veterans
-and a fierce determination that the
brave dead should not have died in
vain, that, under God, this nation
should have a new birth of freedom.

Men of Good Will
THE FORT. By Storm Jameson.

The Macmillan Company, New
York. 1941. 136 pages. $1.75.
HE brief and dramatic action of
Storm Jameson's new novel
takes place dur ing a day and a night

T

of that fantastic period in which the
Battle of France was fought and
lost. The Fort is the story of five
men who took refuge in the open
cellars of a French farmhouse and
of their young German prisoner.
Three of the five officers who had
retreated before the relentlessly oncoming mechanized divisions of the
German army were French; the other two were Englishmen. They were
doomed men; they knew that their
chances for escape were nil. The
brief span of time left to them was
given over to a frank discussion of
the catastrophe which had befallen
the peoples of Europe.
In bitter, biting prose Miss Jameson puts into words the crushing
realization that, although as individuals the citizens of the nations
of the world are linked together by
a common bond of understanding,
of sympathy, and of humanity, collectively these selfsame individuals
can and must turn on one another
in wanton and brutal warfare. As a
thinking, reasoning individual, the
l:nglishman, Major Ward, tells his
comrades that war is a mistake.
"Every war. Even one that ends in
a crashing victory. The same result,
happy or unhappy, would have been
reached at a fraction of the cost,
without killing a soul, not even a
child." The French veteran, Captain Redon, sadly admits that war
is inhuman. "I ought not to say so,"
he declares, "but I hate killing.
Even an enemy." The German boy,
Richard Langer, had, from earliest
childhood, been taught to hate the
English, and yet he reluctantly confesses to his young English captor,

<:our1esy of th e f\' at ional Gallery of Art

The Venetian School produced a number of the greatest artists the world has ever known. Among these
artists, Bellini and Rimini are outstanding for their
religious work. It is likely that this Madonna was
inspired by the Bellini , "Madonna of the Meadows. "

Courtesy of the National Gallery of A rt

Among the later painters of the Italian School, Francesco Guardi, who lived in Venice during the XVIll
century, is outstanding for the ethereal character of
his figures and £aces. He clearly shows the influence
of Ricci and Canale.

Courtesy of tlzt: N ational Callery of A1·f

Paintings by Giotto are very rare in America. This
"Madonna and Child" from the Kress Collection was
painted about the year 1320. It was undoubtedly the
center panel of an altar piece. Other portions of the
same polyptych are the paintings of St. Stephen, St.
John and St. Lawrence found in various Collections.

Courtesy of the ll'ationcl Gallery of Art

This "Adoration of the Shepherds" by Giorgione is
sometimes listed as the earliest known work of Titian.
Giorgione worked in the late XV and early XVI
century. The picture was formerly in the Cardinal
Fesch Collection in Rome and came to the National
Gallery of Art from the Kress Collection.
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Courtesy of the N atio nd Gallery of Art

Bernardino Luini was one of the great artists of the
Milanese School. He was a contemporary of Luther
and in his style followed Leonardo da Vinci.
In this N ativity, the Child is seated on a manger
of woYcn twigs in the foreground. The Annunciation
to the Shepherds is seen through an opening in the
stable wall.

Courtesy of the National Gallery of Art

Fra Filippo Lippi undoubtedly executed this Annunciation for the palace of the Signoria (Palazzo Vecchio). Very likely it was painted between 1445 and
1450. It is executed on wood .
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In this Nativity Fra Filippo Lippi shows the influence
of Fra Angelico and foreshadows some of the influence which he was to exercise over Botticelli. It was
formerly in the collection of the Countess Lezze of
Nice and came to the National Gallery from the Kress
Collection.

Co urtesy of the fliatio11al Gallery of Art
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This famous "Kaiser Friedrich Madonna" is one of
the most beautiful works of Lippi 's middle period.
The Virgin is shown at three-quarter length supporting the Child before her. The painting is famous for
its excellent handling of textiles.
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"Would you believe it if I said I
like you? .... If I could get away by
killing you, I should kill you. It's
what he [Hitler] would expect me
to do. But I should be sorry."
Langer has only a few hours to
live. Shyly he speaks to Murray of
his mother. "She's small, with small
features, not like me. She hasn't had
a new dress-not a whole dress, since
I can remember. She's quick-tempered. And she puts things under
cushions and forgets them." Murray's face is "contorted with grief
and horror" as he says in a low tone,
"The stupidity of this war." The
French subaltern, Pierre Masson, is
an ardent patriot. He believes that
there can be no compromise with a
Germany which "is one factory, one
voice, one man"-a Germany which
"has silenced all its voices except
one that Goethe wouldn't have understood." And yet, after the German youth has been shot, he tells
his friend Vidal, "To be honest, I
didn't like the shooting." The poet
and dreamer, Vidal, is accused of
treason and defeatism. Bitterly he
protests, ''I'm not a traitor. I'm only
sick of this hopeless war."

Good Scholarship
SECRET HISTORY OF THE
AMERICAN REVOLUTION. By
Carl Van Doren. The Viking Press,
New York. 1941. 534 pages. Illustrated. $3. 75.
American schoolchild learns
dramatic story of Arnold,
the traitor, and Andre, the spy. ·In
Scott's School History of the United
States (edition of 1889), for exam-
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ple, there is a woodcut that shows
Andre sitting by the roadside with
his boots and stockings off, gracefully
gesticulating, while his three patriotic captors gaze at him, neatly distributed in assorted postures. Your
reviewer has carried that picture in
his memory for a matter of fifty
years, but on just now rereading the
text that accompanies the picture, he
immediately noticed that the account
embodies three plain misstatements
of historical fact.
That discovery, however, does not
mean that Scott was a poor historian
or that the reviewer is a good one.
It is simply a matter of' attentively
reading Van Doren's Secret History.
One who does that .finds himself in
possession of various facts regarding
the Arnold-Andre affair which were
unknown to historians until now and
which even Washington and Hamilton, who were on the ground, did
not suspect and never afterward
learned. Van Doren is the first to tell
the story of Benedict Arnold's treason in full detail because he is the
first scholar to be given access to the
British Headquarters files containing
the Secret Service papers of Sir Henry Clinton, British commander-inchief in North America from 1778
to 1782. These papers, which include
the correspondence with Arnold,
were found in England some years
ago and were purchased by the Clemen ts Library at the University of
Michigan. Two years of work went
into this book of Van Doren's, for
he had not merely to decipher code
messages in the Clinton files but
found it necessary, in order to gain
a clear picture of what took place,
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to go into many other contemporary
records and to revaluate much published and unpublished material.
While this volume may not command
so much popular attention as some
of the author's previous works, it is
probably the most valuable contribution that he has so far made.
Secret History centers about the
Arnold conspiracy, but since that can
be understood only against the background of the times and conditions,
a goodly portion of the book is devoted to an account of British efforts
to corrupt American patriots in general and in particular. When it is
brought home to one that the uprising of the American Colonies for a
time was not so much a revolution
as a conflict between political parties, that, furthermore, many Americans were honestly divided in their
loyalties, and that ties of friendship
and kindred crossed the lines of military division-then one realizes that
shifts from one side to the other, or
efforts to bring them about, did not
always merit extreme censure. Men
like Israel Putnam, Ethan Allen, and
Philip Schuyler were approached by
British agents, and though few outstanding Americans were corrupted,
few, on the other hand, took great
offense at being approached.
None of the foregoing considerations, however, mitigate the guilt of
Arnold. In an Appendix, Van Doren
reprints sixty-eight letters of the Arnold-Andre correspondence and Clinton's narrative account of the whole
transaction, and this mass of material
shows clearly that Arnold did not
act from an honest change of heart,
nor on impulse or in the heat of pas-

sion, but that he was "bold, crafty,
unscrupulous, unrepentant: the Iago
of traitors."
Arnold did not succumb to British
offers but opened negotiations himself, sixteen months before the catastrophe. He set his price at the outset
and insisted on it to the end. For
the express purpose of betraying his
trust he managed to have himself
made commandant at West Point.
His baseness and venality are clearly
revealed in a letter to Clinton of
July 15, 1780: "If I point out a plan
of co-operation by which Sir Henry
shall possess himself of West Point,
the garrison, etc., etc., etc., £20,000
sterling I think will be a cheap purchase for an object of so much importance." Arnold tried to sell his
country for the money that was to
be made out of the infamous bargain.
When the conspiracy had been
disclosed through the capture of
Andre, and Arnold fled to a British
vessel lying on the Hudson, he had
to leave behind his pretty wife Peggy
with their infant. Peggy promptly
began to stage a series of fits, and
her hysteria and dramatics deeply
impressed especially Hamilton, who
was only twenty-three at the time
and inexperienced in feminine wiles.
But also Washington, who had
known Peggy since she was a young
girl, believed her perfectly innocent
of any complicity in the plot. Aaron
Burr later on left behind him a story
that made her appear in quite a different light, but chivalrous defenders
rose to protect her honor. The Clinton papers furnish conclusive evidence that Peggy Arnold was as guilty as her husband.
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The Secret History of the American Revolution, however, while it
deals directly with instances of corruption and villainy, indirectly establishes a shining record of patriotic
devotion and loyalty. Only when one
realizes how the tattered, ill-fed, often
hungry defenders of a cause that frequently appeared desperate, if not
hopeless, stood fast in the face of
constant British solicitations and
promises of comfort, safety, and reward, can one appreciate the justice
of Washington's dictum that "it is
more to be wondered at that the
catalogue [of traitors] is so small than
that there have been found a few."

Why France Collapsed
A THOUSAND SHALL FALL: A
Soldier's Story of the Battle Against
Germany. By Hans Rabe. Harcourt, Brace and Company, New
York. 1941. 442 pages. $3.00.
ANS HABE

is only thirty years of

age; but many adventures and
H
much excitement have been crammed
into those thirty years. In 1931 he
was in the employ of the Vienna
newspaper, Der Morgen. His duties
as foreign correspondent took him
to all parts of Europe. He saw how
violently the witches' cauldron was
seething on the continent, and his
many conversations with statesmen
and diplomats enabled him to observe at close hand the twisting and
the raging of the hopelessly roiled
undercurrents that were leading
quickly and inevitably to war. His
association with the Czechoslovakian
paper, Prager Tageblatt, as League
of Nations correspondent, gave him
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a ringside seat at many of the scenes
of haggling, bickering, and scheming
that portended the outbreak of the
titanic struggle between Hitlerism
and those to whom Hitlerism is
anathema.
Reports have it that it was Rabe
who unearthed the family story of
the Austrian nonentity, Schicklgruber by name, who, as Adolf Hitler,
brought Germany out of the doldrums of defeat and humiliation to
lofty peaks of pride and self-assurance. Even before the Nazis succeeded
in gaining absolute control of the
German people, their henchmen in
Austria tried to make away with
Rabe. The able journalist had denounced their Fuhrer with cutting
candor; he had become a thorn in
their flesh. One of his novels was
burned in public by the Hitlerites;
and a later book, which was published in Switzerland under the title,
Too Late! stirred up the ire of the
Nazis to such a pitch of fury that
they lodged an emphatic protest
against the work through the German embassy in Berne.
When war broke out in 1939,
Rabe left Switzerland to fight as a
soldier of the French army against
the armed forces of Hitler. The regiment in which he enlisted was the
Twenty-first Foreign Volunteers, a
unit made up of non-Frenchmen
who were determined to assist in exterminating the ideology on which
N aziism had waxed fat and powerful. When Hitler launched his Blitzkrieg against France and the Low
Countries in the spring of 1940,
Rabe took part in engagements at
the frontiers of Belgium and Luxem-
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burg. Long before this he had learned
that much of the French army, said
to be the finest fighting force in the
entire world, had gone to rack and
ruin. Now he saw that thousands of
Frenchmen did not have their hearts
in the war and that the carefully
nursed Maginot Line complex had
wrought irreparable havoc. He says
that "in general, the French command confused discipline with unpleasantness" and that "this was not
the least reason why the war had to
be lost." On their way to the front
Rabe and his fellow-volunteers "discovered almost simultaneously" that
their "iron ration had been manufactured between 1916 and 1920."
In an effort to conceal this outrageous fact, "the tins had been cov. ered with a thick layer of paint."
Rabe declares that "the Headquarters Company of the Twenty-first
Foreign Volunteers underwent its
baptism of fire without parents or
foster parents" and that "at that moment, consciously or not, we lost our
confidence in our leaders, the confidence that is the most elementary
requirement for any army that wants
to win." The French army had ceased
"to be a collectivity." Each soldier
had begun "to feel his own individual tragedy." As a result, the fighting
force was "spiritually divided," and
the war was lost. "How can an army
exist," asks the author of A Thousand Shall Fall, "when every soldier
is dominated by his own moods?"
Leading military men of the Third
Republic had proclaimed that "because of the progress of mechanization modern war entails a maximum
of danger with a minimum of hard-

ship"; but Rabe and his fellow-fighters soon discovered that in their case
"a maximum of hardship had always
been accompanied by a maximum of
danger." One patriotic but bitterly
disillusioned officer told him that
"this was a war of Frenchmen against
Frenchmen." Shortly after the Germans had broken through at Sedan,
"desertion was taken for granted:
officers left their companies, companies left their regiments, regiments
dwindled to the vanishing point."
Strangely enough, "those who had
feared to fight the Germans were
not afraid of living with the Germans: a tragic error, which the sons
of France realize only today." The
army "had but one desire-to stop
running."
VENTUALLY Rabe fell into the
hands of the Germans; but he
managed to conceal his true identity.
Had his captors known that he was
the Hans Rabe who had written cuttingly against Hitlerism or that he had
fought in the Twenty-first Foreign
Volunteers, they would have made
short shrift of him. But Rabe took
the name of another soldier of France
and declared that he had belonged
to another regiment. Because of his
knowledge of German he was made
official interpreter in the huge camp
in which he and many thousands of
prisoners were confined and where
unspeakable brutality was the order
of the day. In the course of time
Rabe became "leader of a growing
smugglers' ring." Naturally, this was
done with the connivance and even
at the request of German officers who
were greedily eager to appropriate as
much loot as possible. But when
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Habe discovered that the Gestapo
was looking for him in the very
camp to which he had been sent, he
determined to escape. Since his smuggling had enabled him "to make contact with the civilian population,"
he found the road to freedom easier
than he had expected. There were
hardships enough, it is true; but
eventually he made his way to unoccupied France and was demobilized. On September 28, 1940, he arrived in Portugal. Since the Gestapo
had sentenced him to death, President Roosevelt granted him a special
emergency visa to enter the United
States. He landed in New York on
December 3, 1940.
A Thousand Shall Fall is one of
the most powerful of the many books
that have been written about the
present war.

Country Editor
WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE OF
EMPORIA. By Frank C. Clough.
Whittlesey House, New York.
1941. 265 pages. $2.50.

managing editor of the
poria Gazette sits down to tell
T
us about his boss and, in the procHE

Em-

ess, does a nice job of chamber-ofcommercing for Kansas, Emporia,
and the Gazette.
Much might be said for the book.
Its style is the pleasant down-toearth style of a country editor, and
its content glorifies the things which
most of us associate with the greatness of America-a self-made man;
a. quietly progressive small town; a
dash of the romance of the frontier;
and a glimpse into a good, solid
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family. Possibly it isn't important to
posterity, but it's interesting to
know that the great Kansas editor
likes to loll around in a hammock
with his feet dangling over the sides.
It gives you that "cat-may-look-at-a
queen" feeling to discover that, although he is a confidante of the nation's leaders, Mr. White goes shopping on Saturday nights, even as
you and I. And it's little details like
this which help you get a picture of
the William Allen White who made
a small-town newspaper a thundervoice in American journalism.
Without reflecting upon Mr.
Clough's abilities as a writer, we
think that the best parts of the book
are the reprints of some of Mr.
White's editorials. These range from
the stinging tongue-lashings administered to the Ku Klux Klan to the
tenderly human tribute to his daughter Mary. This latter editorial, written the day after Mary's funeral, is
the one work which Mr. White expects to last of all the works he has
written.
And, while we are listing the
book's good points, we ought to mention one which counts for much especially in these days. The book
glorifies a high-minded, greathearted
man and his wife at a time when,
it seems, the world has no room for
such people. In the whole picture
of today's literature it is a close-up
of peace and decency in a panorama
of hate and ugliness.
Now to point out some of the
book's weaknesses. It struck us that
there is too much of the Horatio
Alger vein · in the book, with Mr.
White cast in the role of Ted True-
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heart, the boy who could do no
wrong-a role which, we are sure,
Mr. White would be the first to abjure. One who reads the book to
get a picture of Mr. White is apt to
come away with an idealized picture of him, due no doubt to Mr.
Clough' s closeness to his boss. The
style verges on the "sticky" in spots.
You run into choice sentences such
as this, "Each [park] had a bandstand, benches, and shade trees and
was fine for public meetings or band
concerts in good weather, and each
offered shady places where people
could stop and rest, but they were
not Mr. White's idea of a park."
But, allowing for these very understandable failings, of which anyone of us would probably be guilty
if he were writing of a friend as
thoroughly admirable as Mr. Clough's
friend and boss, the book is one
which no thinking person should
fail to read, not only for its portrayal of a heroic figure but for its
value as a key to the greatness of
America-a nation where an unusual
man in everyday surroundings can
wield unusual influence upon the
thoughts of an entire nation.

tirely adequate. Ethel Hueston tells
the story of her own mother in these
pages-and an interesting story it is.
In the memorandum which this
preacher's wife left among her effects she summed up her life in one
paragraph as follows :
Julia Ann Buell was born in Licking
Co., Ohio, July 10, 1854. Lost her mother
when nine years of age. Removed with
her father and two younger brothers
when twelve to Marion Co., Ohio.
United with the M. E. Church at the
age of fourteen. Married to Charles
Wesley Powelson January 2, 1870.
Moved to Ringgold Co., Iowa, 1880,
where in 1887 her husband was licensed
to preach and removed to the Iowa
Conference where they remained till
after his death in 1906. Removed to
Des Moines with four young daughters
in 1911 , uniting with Grace M. E. , where
she was a member at the time of her
death. Was the mother of fourteen children, ten of whom with twenty-one
grandchildren and five great grandchildren survive her.
Farther down on the same page she
had written, "Whosoever liveth and
believeth in Me shall never die."
We have before us in these pages
that life portrait of a remarkable
woman, a Christian woman, doing
her best to bring up her children to
be good Christian citizens. Austere,
Portrait
prim, unbending, strict, with one
PREACHER'S WIFE. By Ethel
thought uppermost in her mind, to
Hueston. Bobbs-Merrill Co., Indiuse her own words, "to sow good
anapolis and New York. 1941. 308
seed and trust God for the harvest."
pages. $2.50.
The husband, Charles Wesley
HIS book might also have been
Powelson, was her opposite in charentitled Big Family, as the hero- acter. Fun-loving and improvident
ine was the mother of fourteen chil- when he married her, having been
dren; but, since that title was pre- but recently converted, he made a
empted by Bellamy Partridge for his rather precarious living by selling
latest book, Preacher's Wife is en- Bibles for the American Bible Soci-
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ety and trading horses. Later he was
ordained into the Methodist ministry and became a circuit-rider in
Southern Iowa, continuing to supplement a meager salary by horsctrading and functioning as a country auctioneer, both in the face of
the stern disapproval of his good
wife.
His easy-going ways often shocked
her sense of propriety, but she fully
approved of his fervent crusades
against the evil of strong drink.
Eleven of her fourteen children figure in the story, the other three having died in infancy. Nine girls and
two boys, a large brood to feed and
clothe and keep warm in the somewhat inadequate parsonages provided for a Methodist circuit-rider; the
burden of the task falling on the
shoulders of the preacher's wife. A
strain of the irrepressible Powelson
humor runs through the story which,
however, frequently has its touches
of real pathos.
When the Rev. Mr. Powelson, who
ended his career as field secretary for
Iowa Wesleyan College, died, in
1906, about half of the children
were able to support themselves.
The others Julia Ann Powelson took
care of until they were able to look
out for themselves. The advancing
years mellowed her, and she relaxed
somewhat in her strictness, especially toward her grandchildren. She
spent her last years visiting her children, ever ready to help where she
could, and, until she closed her eyes
in death, she guided her scattered
flock in a most remarkable way.
We need more books like this to
remind us of the self-sacrificing work

47

of those who laid the foundations
of our America and to impress upon us the truth that, unless we emulate the virtues of our forebears, we
cannot hope to remain the great nation we now are.

Echoes of St. Philip
MY NEIGHBOR OF ANOTHER
COLOR: A Treatise on Race Relations in the Church. By Andrew
Schulze, 4240 St. Ferdinand Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri. 1941. 160
pages. $1.00.
N

the introduction to this most

stimulating investigation of the
Iproblem
of race in the Church, the

author makes it clear that his study
is restricted primarily to the negro
in the United States. This limitation
adds much to the value of the book
not only because it focuses the attention upon the gravest race problem facing the Church in our country, but also because it defines a field
in which the author is an authority.
For more than twenty years he has
worked with distinguished success
as a missionary and as a pastor of
Lutheran Negro congregations in
Springfield, Illinois, and in St. Louis
where his present church has a membership of more than seven hundred.
Almost every page of the book demonstrates the careful thought and
the conscientious study and research
which the author has given over
more than two decades to the question of race relations in this country and especially in the Church, admittedly his chief interest and concern. This deep interest has made
him particularly keen to observe the
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attitude on race relations expressed
by leading churchmen of his own
denomination or reflected in the decisions and pronouncements of
church boards and institutions. The
fact that he has been most sensitive
to the situation within his own denomination, as inevitable as it is,
may seem to detract from the general interest of his study and deprive it of some measure of objectivity. But it does neither. Race relations in his denomination are not
radically different from those in
American Protestantism in general,
and the book would lose much of its
value and power if it did not reveal
that the question of race relations
in the Church was of more than academic interest to ·the author. The
thesis of the book is best stated in
the author's own summary:
"New Testament Christianity is
built on the New Testament. The
New Testament makes no distinction among men in the Church on
the basis of race. Arguments intended to bar men on racial grounds
from other fields ·of human activity
and association find no foundation
when applied to the Church. The
Negro, our common brother in
Adam, is to be offered all the rights
and privileges of the Church as freely as any other neighbor. The Negro
believer, our common brother in
Christ, is to be offered sincerely the
hand of fellowship by the Christian
congregation. Thus the Christian
Gospel is vindicated in the Christian's relation to his neighbor of another color."
In establishing his proposition the
author analyzes the prejudices and

rationalizations which prevent its
acceptance, if not in theory, then at
least in its practical implications for
the life and policies of the Church.
The forceful chapters which are devoted to the breaking down of racial
prejudice are undoubtedly the most
valuable just because they are, in
some instances, the most controversial. They reach the very heart of
the problem. It is a tribute to the
courage and the conviction of the
author that he dares to follow his
proposition to its inescapable conclusions both in theory and in practice. He is not afraid to face up to
every important issue in the light of
his basic thesis whether it be the
question of inter-racial communion
services or of inter-marriage.
is not only well written.
T It isbook
written bravely and honestHE

ly. It attacks a serious problem in the
Church and in our country not
merely with the weapons of democratic principles but with the resources of divine truth which the author finds in the Bible. It is an important book not merely because it
wars against racial prejudice in an
era of race hatred, but because it
challenges the Church to grasp the
opportunity to reflect more fully in
its race relationships the power and
the beauty of its faith in the Saviour of all men and in the communion of all saints.
To be interested in the Church or
in the race question will guarantee
a desire to read and study the invaluable contribution which Pastor
Schulze makes to the solution of this
problem. It would merit our un-
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qualified recommendation even if we
could not agree as fully as we do
with its conclusions.

Partly Propaganda
MEN OF EUROPE. By Andre Simone. Modern Age, New York.
1941. 330 pages. $2.50.
HIS

book was written by an in-

ternational newspaper correT
spondent who has had unusual op-

portunities to meet persons who in
recent years have been, and in part
still are, important in the affairs of
Europe and the world. If you want
to get intimate side lights on such
men as Hitler, Ramsay McDonald,
Neville Chamberlain, Stanley Baldwin, Winston Churchill, Montagu
Norman, Mussolini, Franco, Laval,
Reynaud, Stalin, and others, plus
their associates and subordinates; if
you want to know how Mein Kampf
was written; why Hess flew to England, etc., you will find many interesting and credible details in this
book. If you are a well-read person,
it is probable that much of the material here presented will not be
new to you.
While relating interesting biographical details, the author effectively presents his thesis that Hitler
was put into power by the capitalists of Germany, France, England,
and America for the express purpose
of resisting the influence of communism and preserving the social
and economic status quo which these
capitalists found agreeable to themselves.
Perhaps the author tried to be
objective in telling his story; but if
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so, he has, in the opinion of this reviewer, been no more successful than
others who have tried to express
views on controversial personalities
and international problems. How
difficult it is to achieve objectivity
in this field must be plain to all who
have read William Shirer's Berlin
Diary, which is now quite the vogue.
Like Mr. Shirer, so this author, too,
has his obvious prejudices, which automatically cause one to question
the validity of some of his views and
historical interpretations.
The author of this volume has a
very pronounced and utterly undisguised admiration for Stalin. Whereas the faults and weaknesses of
French, British, and German leaders are unsparingly revealed, Stalin
emerges as a great and noble character. Not a word is said about his
blood-purges, his anti-church program ol godlessness, and the starvation of millions of Russian peasants.
This reviewer gained the impression
that Men of Europe is, at least in a
measure, a propaganda volume designed to arouse America's enthusiasm for the support of Russia in its
present conflict with Germany. The
author's style is readable, and many
facts which he presents are most interesting.

What Price Freedom?
ESCAPE FROM FREEDOM. By
Erich Fromm. Farrar & Rinehart,
New York. 1941. 305 pages. $2.50.
ITH an irrational welter of
propaganda, passion, and prejudice pouring in a flood from press,
radio, and movie these days, it is re-
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freshing to find a man of disciplined
mind who dispassionately tries to arrive at an understanding of the basic
reasons for the present troubled state
of the world. Such a man is Dr.
Fromm, a psychologist of German
birth and training, who has lived in
this country since 1934 and is now
an American citizen. His Escape from
Freedom is a notable piece of work,
whether one entirely agrees with it
or not.
The political conflicts of our time
represent a stage in the agelong struggle between authority and freedom
which has agitated the Western
world for four centuries and longer.
Dr. Fromm tries to unravel psychologically, or rather psychoanalytically,
the human factors that enter into
this struggle. He is convinced that
any one-sided political, economic, ideological, or psychological analysis is
insufficient, and that only a study of
the interrelations and interactions of
all these factors can bear fruit. In
harmony with this conviction his
study is made.
He argues, in brief, that the progressive liberation of man since the
Middle Ages has led him into a negative freedom, a freedom from (external authority) , but has not yielded him positive freedom, freedom to
(realize his own individuality) . The
reason for this state of affairs he finds
in the fact that the more man becomes free from authority, the more
he must depend on himself. Such
self-dependence, however, becomes
the more insupportable to him, the
more complete it is; for as compelling
a part of man's nature as hunger and

thirst is "the need to be related to
the world outside oneself, the need
to avoid aloneness." The more free
man is, the more alone he feels, and
out of his loneliness grows anxiety
and a conviction of powerlessness and
insignificance.
The modern scene shows how men,
in trying to avoid the terrors of isolation, invent "escapes from freedom." One way of escape is the complete merging of the individual into
the social whole. That is the way of
totalitarianism. Another way is that
of conformity to public opinion and
custom, of eagerness to slough off any
differences that might distinguish one
from the herd. This way is common
in the democracies. Both procedures
mean the giving-up of individuality
and freedom.
Fromm holds that there is a way
to escape aloneness which is not at
the same time an escape from freedom: namely, the spontaneous participation of the individual in a society
which leaves him free to realize his
unique self. His explanation of the
relationship between the individual
and such a society appeared to us as
the weakest part of the book. Religion is expressly ruled out, and it is
not clear how even morality would
find a place.
addition to making a careful psychoanalytic study of modern man,
in which most of Freud's fantastic oddities are discarded, the author makes
an ingenious attempt to show that
Luther's and Calvin's teachings were
deeply influenced by the feeling of
insecurity which had seized the lower
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middle class at the time because of
the economic changes that were taking place, and that because these
teachings offered a new security they
appealed so deeply to that class and
were welcomed by it so heartily.
The perplexities and problems facing
modern man are held to be very similar to those of the era of the Reformation. Aside from the fact that
Fromm is in error on some of Luther's theology (attributing to him,
e.g., the teaching that man should
"consider his whole life an atonement for his sins") , his whole argument at this point rests on his interpretation of Luther's unconscious motivations. Such long-range psychoanalysis can, of course, never achieve
more than plausibility.
But in spite of these reservations
that we feel it necessary to make, we
believe that Dr. Fromm, in his main
argument, has pointed out a great
truth and has uncovered its roots.
Man cannot bear the burden of
aloneness, and therefore he finds insupportable a freedom that renders
him solitary and self-dependent. Yet
a surrender of his freedom, as a conscious or unconscious counsel of desperation, leaves him unsatisfied in the
depths of his being, for not only his
body but his whole nature strives to
grow to the full measure of its potentialities-and that is possible only
in a state of freedom. Is man then
condemned to the sorry treadmill of
forever seeking what he must forever
discard when he attains it? No more
vital question faces mankind.
Dr. Fromm offers a solution of the
problem: that the free man sponta-

51

neously enter into relationships that
leave him free to realize his true self.
He also states that the foremost component of these relations must be
love. But having progressed so far,
he falters. He is unable to show how
the world can be made such as to
meet the conditions necessary for a
freedom that is complete and yet not
lonely. All he can say is, "This freedom has never been realized in the
history of mankind, yet it has been
an ideal to which mankind has stuck
even if it was often expressed in
abstruse and irrational forms."
ET

the very conditions which he

Y lays down can be fully satisfied-in

Christ. Not, indeed, by those who
make Christianity a new code of laws,
a new expression of external authority, but by those who are free indeed
because the Son has made them free.
These are the twice-born, in whom
the life of God courses and in whom
has come into being a new will that
freely chooses the ways of God for
its own. When such men do the pleasure of God they are not yielding
compulsory obedience to an alien
authority, for they have identified
their wills with His. In their free
service that flows from filial love they
translate into reality more and more
the potentialities of their new nature,
now their tru.e self. Though sin still
beset them and the old nature still
trouble them, they bear in their own
eyes and those of God the new character, that of His children, and in
the yearning and striving of that
character for ever fuller expression
comes true the word, "Where the
spirit of God is, there is liberty."
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Missed the Boat
ONE RED ROSE FOREVER. By
Mildred Jordan. Alfred A. Knopf,
New York. 1941. 550 pages. $2.75.
HE November, 1941, issue of THE

CRESSET contained a statemen t
T
by the editor announcing to the reader that of the season's best sellers in
the field of fiction, two novels, which
he specified by name, would not be
reviewed in the pages of this magazine. The obscenity and general vulgarity of plot or language, or both,
which characterized these novels was
mentioned as the grounds for this
decision. After reading One Red
Rose Forever, the reviewer were
tempted to write the editor, "If you
still have the Pilgrim proof for November, change the two to three."
But for considerations of another
sort, the reviewer would have acted
on that impulse. Miss Jordan's story
is too valuable an example of the
decay into which the historical novel
has fallen to be omitted from THE
CRESSET's department of literary
criticism. In a sense, the nadir has
here been reached from the achievement in historical fiction which was
inaugurated by Walter Scott and
which reached its culmination with
Gustave Freytag's Die Ahnen and
Charles Reade's The Cloister and the
Hearth. But let us see what we have
in One Red Rose Forever.
The ·w riter-her real name is Mrs.
J. Lee Bausher-has spent four years,
says the wrapper, in writing this
book and part of this time was given
to research into the history of the
German settlements of Pennsylvania
about A. D. 1750-1800. Particularly

did she investigate the career of
Baron Henry William Stiegel, maker of the famous Stiegel glassware
(of which the readers in the Central
states may find some good specimens in the Chicago Art Institute
collection) . Stiegel is the main character of the story, which receives its
name from the terms of his grant of
a church property to the Lutheran
flock at Manheim, Pa., on condition,
forever after, of the payment of one
red rose annually to one of his
heirs. Evidence of Miss Jordan's acquaintance with Stiegel's life and
character, also with the customs of
that age, of the means of travel, articles of dress, furniture and utensils,
the preparation of food, is to be
found on almost every page. But
the book sets off, against this archaeological merit, an almost complete
lack of insight into the habits of
thought, the inner life, which characterized the German immigrant of
two hundred years ago. Change the
fragments of German dialogue with
which the conversations are interlarded into scraps of eighteenth century Scotch, and the story would
not have to be altered in any manner except calling the main character, say, Laird MacDuff instead of
Baron Stiegel. The people of Miss
Jordan's story are small town folk
of our twentieth century who (here)
wear seven petticoats if they are f em ale, and a powdered wig when
they are male. And they drive a
coach-and-four instead of a Buick.
They are no more eighteenth century than my radio set, although, like
my set, they sometimes talk strange
dialects. For one thing, Miss Jordan
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registers a blank which is practically
perfect in her rendering of the religious thought of the time. In fact,
she makes hardly an attempt to trace
motives to any religious principleand the German Protestant who
came to America in colonial days
was steeped in religious ideas even
in the days of rationalism. These
folks talk and chatter, and sometimes
converse tremendously, with as little
religious background to their conversation as the average denatured
American Protestant of 1941. If the
title of the book has encouraged the
reader to expect something by way
of a fictional treatment of the important German Lutheran element
in the colonies, he will be disappointed. That group must still look
for its Margaret Deland elsewhere.
One might grant that the story
preserves the three dramatic unities
of time, place, and action. It is the
life story of a man of great talents
and strong will; and the place is the
western edge of the colonies planted
around Philadelphia. The action resolves itself into the effect upon the
Baron's life and conduct of a strange
creature who drifts into the family
from the forest, French by descent
and during her childhood years in
the company of an Indian tribe.
HE

story is a recital of the infat-

T uation of Diane for Stiegel, and of
the Baron for the young girl who
sought protection in his household.
He is married twice, first to a poor,
colorless creature, and some three
months after her death to a vain,
pleasure loving woman of common
tastes, completely lacking in under-
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standing for the Baron's artistic
achievements, unattractive in her
personal habits. They live separated
during the greater part of the Baron's life. The wife's jealousy of
Diane is pictured in colors which
make her both ridiculous and hateful. The reader begins not only to
sympathize with the lovers and to follow with charitable interest the development of the boy to whom Diane
has given birth (and of whom her
husband naively considers himself
the father) , but finds poetic justice
in the "new and wonderful relation"
with Diane in which his life comes
to a close. Neither the early transgressions of the Baron-he seduces a
servant girl-nor his adulterous relation to the French-Indian is in any
way treated as reprehensible-a great
artist is hardly bound by the morality of the common citizen-and the
reader's entire sympathy is enlisted
for the sinning couple. Stiegel's love
for Diane has about it "something
transcendent and precious." The
wife was "making the rest of life
prosaic and dull" for him. Even in
pregnancy the adulteress is far superior to the wife: "Elizabeth could
never have felt this joy at his (her
son's) coming. Elizabeth could never have known this longing."
More than one solution suggests itself that might have redeemed the
plot from utter worthlessness, but
that opportunity was overlooked.
Nothing was permitted to detract
from the central interest of the story,
sexual passion. Why should stories be
written which neither instruct nor
elevate and only moderately entertain?
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
CHRISTMAS

joy and beauty of Christmastide.
Many of these are suitable for framing. The format of Christmas is similar to that of Fortune. The contents are such as to intrigue both
grown-ups and children alike.
The CRESSET is honored that one
of its Associates, Prof. W. G. Polack,
is again numbered among the contributors to Christmas.

An American Annual of Christmas Literature and Art. Edited by
Randolph E. Haugan. Augsburg
Publishing House, Minneapolis.
1941. 72 pages. $1.00.
ERE, indeed, is a delightful
treasure - a treasure of Christart, Christmas poetry, Christmas stories, and Christmas carols.
This is the eleventh edition of this
immensely popular Christmas annual-and each edition seems still
more beautiful and more complete
than the last. It remains a source of
constant and pleasant surprise that
Mr. Haugan each year can gather
so much that is good and beautiful
and lasting out of the rich tradition
of Christmas into the compass of
one amazingly inexpensive volume.
This year's edition contains five
Christmas stories, six Christmas articles, a pleasing array of Christmas
poetry, a selection of Christmas carols with historical annotations, and
a variety of gorgeous colored art reproductions and vivid photographic
portrayals of scenes reflecting the

H
mas

BOOT-HEEL DOCTOR
By Fannie Cook. Dodd, Mead and

Co., New York. 1941. 268 pages.
$2.50.
HIS

is not just another novel

T about the life and work of a doc-

tor. Fannie Cook has a purpose in
presenting the story of a doctor
amid surroundings of squalor and
dire need because poor whites and
blacks were deprived of the ordinary opportunities to improve their
economic standards by grasping
bankers and landowners. Her Dr.
Joel valiantly took up the battle for
the downtrodden in the boot-heel of
Missouri-the region of southeastern
Missouri that juts down into Ar-
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kansas, its shape roughly suggesting
the heel of a boot. In this territory
for generations the farmers had
tilled th)! land and eked out the bare
necessities of life. Then someone
found out that the soil was good for
raising cotton, and the big planters
moved in, and with them came
sharecropping and all its evils. The
story of the Mississippi flood is
starkly realistic, as its coming adds
terror and despair to the already
overburdened poor whites and blacks.
Against this background we have the
figure of Dr. Joel, healing, helping,
counselling, warning, fighting for
the bettering of conditions. At his
side stands Hester, his quiet, unobtrusive, devoted wife. And, in addition, we have the Moses-like Negro,
Reuben, who heads the exodus of
his people out of the boot-heel to
squat in protest on U. S. Highway
61. What we missed in this story, as
dramatic and touching as it is, was
a real solution of the problem. Is
there a solution for "man's inhumanity to man"? Certainly, the only
true one lies in the application of
the truths of Holy Writ. "Love thy
neighbor as thyself" is the answer,
and that love can be found only in
hearts that have been renewed by
the Holy Spirit through faith in
Jesus Christ.

THE STUDIO ANNUAL-1941
Studio Publications, London. 1941.
32 pages. $1.00.
year's Studio Annual was deL troyed
by bombs, just as it was
AST

completed and ready for distribution. The present issue is recon-

structed from the ashes. The selection is just as comprehensive as
ever. Everyone will find something
of interest in the Studio Annual because it has a very wide range of
illustrations both in black and
white. The introduction contains
some interesting thoughts, and one
finds a very keen understanding of
what is going on in the world today.

TIDS WRITING GAME
By John R. Tunis. A. S. Barnes
and Company, New York. 1941.
357 pages. $3.00.
HIS

modest volume might aptly

be subtitled "An Anthology TuT
nisia," for it is a collection of the best
pieces Author Tunis has done in the
last twenty years. Anyone who has
read anything at all in popular magazines during this period will recall
certain of these selections, as the prolific Tunis has written articles for
everything from Harper's to the Saturday Evening Post. Like Mr. Runyon and Mr. Pegler, Tunis began
making his living with a typewriter
as more or less of a sports writer and
gradually branched out into other
topics such as higher education and
personalities of the moment. He
makes no pretensions as to his purposes but says "writing is a business
and writers are no gents in ivory
towers, but practical business men."
In the first chapter Tunis sets up
something of a formula for the freelance writer, the gist of which is that
he unearths something highly current and topical, does either prodig-

Ghristmas Vtrst
Mary-A Portrait
This is the Rose of Bethlehem!
Still young and fair and at her knee
Stands thoughtfully her charming Boy.
Her ever loving face is light
With wonder and a questioning joy.
It seems almost as though she thought
(Strange that for one so sweet and mild!)
That in this world she were alone
The mother of a perfect child.
Yet in her eyes deep shadows lie
Of hidden or expected pain.
0 that her Boy will take away
All sorrows from her heart again I

When God Descends
When God descends to men the drums
Of War must blush, and Peace, on crumbs
Brought up, flies forth where flying is absurd.
All night Hate tends her hate but comes
With dawn, eyes dried, hair combed, and hums
A song that once from Love she heard,
When God descends.
And us, the self-sufficient,
The Silent Night benumbs;
And us, bent sinners juggling
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Life's last elusive sums,
Still writing red, the Holy Night
Gives strength to gird
And stand up tall for one salute.
Our hapless herd
Finds voice for hymns, and Christmas comes,
When God descends.
"'ALTER

E. "M:UELLER

Christmas
Christmas to me
Shall always be
Three children standing near a tree,
Singing with voices clear and bright
Their sweet, adoring "Holy Night."
Their faces glow,
For now they know
The truest glory here below,
Enraptured by a mystery
That only childlike hearts can see.
And in their eyes
Their thrilled heart lies
Hushed for this moment of surprise,
As, holding hands, they seem to see
This beauty all unknown to me.
Always to me
Christmas shall be
Three children standing near a tree.
LYDIA HOBART
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Each month THE CRE.SSET presents a check list
of important articles in leading magazines which
will be of interest to our readers

Fortune
FORTUNE QUARTERLY
MANAGEMENT POLL
This poll of American business
leaders shows that there is virtually no hope among businessmen for a broad system of free
enterprise after the war. Asked
what kind of economic structure
they would prefer, and what kind
they predict, 91.5 per cent express preference for "a system of
free enterprise restored very much
along the prewar lines, with modifications to take care of conditions then current," but only 7.2
predict such a system; a mere 8.3
per cent prefer "an economic system in which government will
take over many public services
formerly under private management but still leave many opportunities for private enterprise,"
but 52.4 expect it; 0.2 per cent
would choose "a semisocialized

society in which there will be
very little room for the profit system to operate," and yet 36.7 look
for it to come; no one votes for
"a complete economic dictatorship along fascist or communist
line," though 3. 7 predict it.The Administration is not popular among this group. 75.6 per
cent think that "whenever possible the Administration is using
the national emergency as a pretext for pushing still further the
more radical social and economic
aims of the New Deal."-A majority believ~ that many of the
businessmen brought to Washington by the President are unsatisfactory or ill-chosen for the work
they are doing, and that the government is actually unwilling to
call upon the ablest men, primarily because it is hostile to successful business and also because it
fears to give power to businessmen.
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COMING RULERS OF THE U. S.
By fames Burnham

The author of The Managerial
Revolution defends his thesis that
we are in the midst of a major
social transition at least as profound as the decline of the Roman Empire or the Renaissance.
He is satisfied that this revolution is inevitable and that the
outlines of the coming order can
already be clearly traced. In the
economic field, he holds, the system of "private enterprise," which
regulates production by the market and carries it on for the sake
of, and in subordination to, private profit, will give way to state
enterprise and an economy
planned and controlled for other
than private ends. This involves,
in the political field, a change
from the limited authority of the
capitalistic state to an unlimited
state form in which sovereignty
will be exercised by bureaus, offices, commissions, and executive
agencies. As a result, the present
ruling class, the private capitalists, will be dethroned, and their
place will be taken by "the managers" (governmental administrators, industrial managers, and labor leaders)-men whose dominance does not rest on property
rights but on the power they derive from their functional role.
In harmony with these changes
such concepts as "individualism,"
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"natural rights," and "freedom
of contract" will lose prestige as
compared with "collective responsibility," "social duties," and
the like.-Whether one is pleased
with the picture of the future
which Burnham draws or not,
one can hardly dismiss it lightly as mere dream stuff. There
is much in recent events and current tendencies that provides it
with at least plausibility.

Harper's
DO THE GALLUP POLLS
MEASURE OPINION?
By Lindsay Rogers

The answer which the author
of this article, Burgess Professor
of Public Law at Columbia University, gives to this question is
a carefully reasoned "No." He
refutes the exaggerated claims
which are made for the Gallup
Poll as an accurate index of public opinion by showing that questions which provide only for a
"yes" or "no" answer cannot
gauge public opinion exactly. He
also points out that the published
analysis of the polls does not
give adequate consideration to
the percentage of those who
"don't know." The intensity of
the "yes" or "no" is likewise a
factor in estimating public opinion which the polls do not take
into account. The author, how-
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ever, does not only define what
the polls cannot do but also what
they can accomplish.
GERMAN GEOPOLITICS
By H. W. Weigert

What is the relation between
the plans of Hitler and the theories of "geopolitics" of which
Dr. Karl Haushofer is the most
prominent exponent? Has Hitler
been putting these theories into
practice and do they include
world domination? Was the attack upon Russia the point at
which Hitler and Haushofer
parted ways? What has geopolitics to say of the United States?
These are among the questions
which the author, a refugee from
Germany, discusses in this article. It is a very able presentation
of the main theses of German
geopolitics particularly in their
relation to the military tactics of
Hitler. The discussion is both interesting and informative.
THE FAILURE OF
PROPAGANDA
By D. A. Saunders
It is the thesis of this article
that propaganda has failed in
England and Germany, and is
also failing in this country. This
failure is reflected in the lack of
real enthusiasm for the present
war in the countries engaged in

it. Enthusiasm is lacking because
the purposes for which the statesmen are urging heroic sacrifices
are merely defensive and conservative. No stirring objectives are
presented to touch the vital interests of the great mass of people. No aggressive program for a
better world for the individual
is outlined. It is the author's conYiction that the "V-8" program
which resulted from the Roosevelt-Churchill meeting was a dismal failure as a source of inspiration. Its promise of a new tomorrow is too vague and too selfcentered. "Perhaps what we need
cannot come from the statesmen
at all; it may come from below,
to be seized and welded into a
weapon by our leaders." Apparently it is not war aims, but peace
aims that we need.

The Atlantic Monthly
WILL CONGRESS RESCUE
THE UNIONS?
By Robert S. Binkerd

Now that American industry is
actively engaged in defense production, labor unions have suddenly become an important issue
in national life. A former vice
president of the Baldwin Locomotive Works gives a fairly tolerant summary of the sorry position in which many labor unions
finds themselves because of labor
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racketeers and poor business
management. Mr. Binkerd believes that Congress should enact
laws demanding annual union
elections, regular accounting of
union moneys collected and spent,
secret balloting in union matters.
It is doubtful whether Congress
will ever pass such laws although
some of Mr. Binkerd's suggestions sound sensible.
DON'T DO IT AGAIN
By ·Sfr Andrew McFadyean

Subtitled "A Liberal Looks at
Germany," this article is one of
the more sane in the recent spate
of discussion on how to handle a
defeated Germany. Sir Andrew
readily admits that Germany had
much to resent after the last war.
He outlines these grievances in a
fair manner. His next step is to
propose a possible peace. He asks,
first, that Germany's aggressive
power be permanently crippled.
Then he demands that attention
be paid to economic and psychological problems. Huge reparation payments cannot be asked.
He believes that a peaceful Germany is entitled to great economic influence on the continent. No
steps are to be taken which will
impose "any special handicaps
on German economic activity."
The last and possibly the most
important step he states thus:
"We shall have to de-intoxicate

63

a whole generation whose minds
have been systematically poisoned." The kind of peace that
will be made "must satisfy the
conscience of the world through
the years of post-war weariness."

Free World
October brought to our desk
this new monthly magazine devoted to democracy and world affairs, published by Free World,
Inc., New York, N. Y. The first
issue contains articles by a rather
impressive list of writers, includ- ·
ing Cordell Hull, Nicholas M urra y Butler, Edouard Benes, Norman Angell, T. V. Soong, Walter
Duranty, Carlo Sforza. The magazine's program, as the title implies, is definitely anti-everything
that endangers the interests of
democracy in the world. THE
CRESSET, beginning with this issue, will hereafter review a few
of the important articles from
this magazine each month.
WHAT WE ARE
FIGHTING FOR
By Edouard Benes

We are fighting for strictly political reasons: to prevent the
domination of continental Europe, Great Britain and the
w·es tern Hemisphere by Nazi
Germany and to liberate the oppressed nations of Europe. But
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purpose of keeping alive the idea
of freedom against the oppressor.
Les Petites Ailes (Little Wings)
started as an underground publication with a few thousand mimeographed copies. As a result of
widespread support, it was able
to print two editions last July.
Another publication is Liberte
(Freedom) , a third, Liberation
(Liberation). These three publications have among them a direct
circulation of 50,000; but they
serve a vastly greater number, as
copies are passed on from hand
to hand. Watched by the French,
the German, the Italian, and the
Spanish police, editors, printers,
and readers alike risk their lives
in preparing and distributing
these papers.
The same article brings an example of how the Vichy press,
under instruction of the government, is working to destroy the
deep love of the French people
for the United States. An illustration in the Gringoire of June
6, 1941, is characteristic. It is
headed "Oncle Sem" and shows
the statue of liberty, surrounded
by bags of dollars, holding aloft
the classical Jewish candelabrum,
with the figure of Uncle Sam in
SECRET FRANCE
This unsigned article presents the background, sitting on the
examples of the underground moneybags, represented as a Jew
press at work in France for the with a long nose.

much more is at stake. We are
fighting for the dignity of modern man. The modern citizen's
human personality must be respected, as must his freedom of
thought, belief, and religion, and
his allegiance to national, linguistic, and cultural ties. Together with this must go respect
for truth and for the pledged
word. The Nazis have introduced
something which is the very negation of these ideas. In the territory they control there is modern slavery in its worst form. The
dictatorial reign of N aziism is
based on the claim that the
70,000,000 Germans under its
rule are a chosen people, enjoying the right to rule over other
nations and states. The Nazi program openly calls for the destruction of the whole concept of
truth, science, and academic freedom, of objectivity and tolerance.
"The terrible, unheard-of phenomenon of declaring lies, deception, crime, and treachery to be
the official system of political ethics of a regime and a whole state
constitutes a system that in its
boundless cynicism has no counterpart in history.''

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces.

musical extravaganzas but respond with genuine enthusiasm
to the screen version of a classic
-and, of course, vice versa.
Can one ever eliminate moral
or spiritual values in appraising a
picture's "entertainment value"?
I think not. We have all, at one
time or another, been in an audience which responded with howls
of mirth to the crudest vulgarities and the most salacious dialogue. Entertainment value? Yes
-for some. But in that same audience there were undoubtedly
many sensitive souls who found
those scenes disagreeable and
even painful. Where was the "entertainment value" for them?
Probably the answer to the question of "entertainment value"
lies wholly with the individualin the standards which the individual has set up for himself and
within himself.
For directors, producers, and
booking agencies the problem of
"entertainment value" is of pri-

How does one determine the
"entertainment value" of a motion picture? Just ·what is meant
when one speaks of the "entertainment value" of a film? Can
one separate and weigh the ingredients which give a picture
"entertainment value" as one separates and weighs the vitamins
and the calories which give food
value to a meal? Is there a yardstick which must be employed in
measuring "entertainment value"?
Is there a hard and fast rule
which tells us that this or that
picture deserves A, B, or C rating
for "entertainment value"?
I believe that the "entertainment value" of any picture is
governed entirely by individual
reaction. Antics which bore me
often send my neighbor into the
well-known "stitches." One person may see beauty and color in
scenes or situations which seem
drab and ordinary to the person
sitting next to him. There are
those who turn thumbs down on
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mary importance. They are interested in producing pictures
which are "what the public
wants"; they make a careful study
of audience reaction. Usually
these men are able to judge the
box office possibilities of a completed film before it has been
shown in any theatre.
Not many months ago one of
the important releases of the
year was unanimously and emphatically labeled "highbrow"
and "not good box office." This
time the prophets were wrong.
The film,
SERGEANT YORK
(Warner Bros.)

Directed by Howard Hawks

has been playing to large and enthusiastic audiences all over the
country.
Sergeant York is a fine bit of
Americana: it is a chapter from
the lives of the rugged mountain
people of Tennessee. The story of
Alvin Cullum York is told with
simple and direct honesty. No attempt has been made to glorify
war or to present the hero of the
Argonne in the role of a swashbuckling, flag-waving warrior. We
see Mr. York for what he was-a
plain man who wished only to
"live by the Book." He performed
his incredible feat of heroism in
the Meuse-Argonne action only
because the silencing of the Ger-

man machine guns meant that his
comrades might have a chance to
Jive. War was painful and abhorrent to him. Only after a long
vigil on a lonely mountain top
had he been able to decide that,
even though "war's agin the
Book," there are times when a
man must fight to preserve the
liberty which makes it possible
for him to have the Book he
treasures.
Gary Cooper's impersonation
of the irreverent, hard-drinking,
fast-shooting hillbilly is really
fine. In Mr. Cooper's expert hands
the Tennessean's transformation
into a serious and sincere student
of the Bible is set forth in a dignified manner. Margaret Wycherly, Joan Leslie, and Walter
Brennen head an excellent supporting cast.
DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE
(M-G-M)

Directed by Victor Fleming

and
HERE COMES MR. JORDAN
(Columbia)

Directed by Victor Fleming

Here we have two screen offerings which present a fascinating
study in contrast. One was produced with a lavish disregard of
cost. Its cast was selected from
the most highly paid actors in
Hollywood; its sett~ngs are elab-
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orate and elegant; the lighting
effects are often breathtakingly
lovely. This picture was to point
a great moral: to embody a scientific treatment of the dual nature of man, to probe the depths
of the subconscious mind. Readers who have already seen Dr.
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde will undoubtedly agree that the picture
is disappointing and unimpressive. Scenes and situations which
should have created an atmosphere of horror and suspense are
merely ludicrous, and the fine acting of Ingrid Bergman and Spencer Tracy serves only to emphasize the fact that the dialogue is
unbelievably ridiculous. Apparently theatre-goers find the elaborately planned and carefully executed symbolic montage, which
shows the transformation of the
respectable Dr. Jekyll into the
monstrous Mr. Hyde, either
amusing or boring.
Robert Louis Stevenson's book,
The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll
and Mr. Hyde, was the best selling "shilling shocker" of its day.
In 1886 Mr. Stevenson dreamed a
strange and violent dream. He
himself said, "I dreamed a fine
bogey tale." The famous Scot was
at this time living in Bournemouth, England. He was seriously
ill with tuberculosis and in a
dangerously weakened condition;
yet within six days he had com-
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pleted the horror story which had
been inspired by a nightmare.
The book was an instant success. Within a year it had been
translated into seven languages.
Richard Mansfield scored a notable triumph in a stage adaptation made by Thomas Russell
Sullivan. About twenty years ago
John Barrymore brilliantly created the dual role on the silver
screen, and in 1931 Frederic
March successfully essayed the
same difficult task for the "talkies."
We turn now to the second
film under discussion.
This picture was produced at
relatively small cost. The actors
employed are good but not in the
top salary brackets. Settings are
pleasing and in excellent taste
but never elaborate or "stupendous." No attempt was made to
give the story special moral significance, and there is no direct
reference to religion or to the
supernatural. Nevertheless, Here
Comes Mr. Jordan is a whimsical
fantasy in which farce and fantasy have been cleverly moulded
into a story which will probably
have a definite appeal for the
adult mind. In spite of its gayety
and charm the picture shows that
there is an all-powerful guiding
hand which shapes and controls
the destiny of man.
It would not be fair to divulge
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the fresh and unusual plot of
Here Comes Mr. Jordan. The
acting of Robert Montgomery,
Claude Rains, and James Gleason tempts one to dust off seldom-used superlatives. Edward
Everett Horton is excellent in the
role of a male Valkyrie whose
beat is "over New Jersey." Evelyn Keyes, Rita Johnson, and
John Emery acquit themselves
with distinction.

LADY BE GOOD

FATHER TAKES A WIFE

Directed by Norman McLeod

Gloria Swanson and Adolphe
Menjou play the roles of the
carefree love birds with ease and
assurance. Helen Broderick, Florence Rice, and John Howard are
the patient, forbearing in-laws;
and Desi Arnaz supplies the nottoo-serious threat to the domestic
tranquillity of the two families.
The direction is excellent.

(M-G-M)

(RKO Radio)

Directed by jack Hively

This picture calls to mind the
"man bites dog" yarn. Father
Takes a Wife is a commonplace
story which gets its zest and its
sparkle from the fact that it runs
in reverse. Instead of a gay young
son and a serious-minded, hardworking father we have a gay
not-so-young father and a staid
and sober son. It isn't Junior who
timidly presents an actress bride
to a disapproving family. It's Papa who must face this embarrassing situation. In this amusing
comedy it isn't the bride who goes
home to Mamma. It's Father who
runs home to Sonny, and it's Junior who must straighten out the
resulting confusion.

In Lady Be Good we see Ann
Sothern, of Masie fame, in an entirely new characterization; and
once again we realize that Miss
Sothern is one of the rising young
stars of today. The cast of Lady
Be Good is a star-studded one: it
combines the talents of Robert
Young, Lionel Barrymore, Eleanor Powell, Red Skelton, John
Carroll, Reginald Owen, Virginia
O'Brien, and Rose Hobart. Yet
the picture is a personal triumph
for Miss Sothern.
The story of the "off again, on
again" romance of the song-writing team of Sothetn and Young
is told in a new and novel manner. Thanks to Norman McLeod's
tasteful and intelligent direction
it moves with swift precision.

___ J

LETTERS
to the

EDITOR
King James Again
Sir:
May I utter a fervent Amen to Mr.
Cherbert's letter on the King James
Version? I believe it is high time
that the leaders of the Lutheran
Church in America are cognizant of
the need of a new, readable translation of Holy Scriptures. The translations by such scholars as Goodspeed, Moulton, Moffat and others
prove that the Bible can speak in
twentieth century American. The recent release of The New Testament
in Basic English is another remarkable proof of what can be done in a
modern, effective translation. Those
who venerate the Authorized Version for its literary antiquity and
beauty seem to be more concerned
with form than content. As a compromise, why not have the Authorized Version read in the liturgical
part of the service? On the other
hand, issue a new translation for
use by study groups and for home
reading. A group of Lutheran
scholars thoroughly acquainted with
the science of semantics ought to be

able to produce an outstanding version.
ALFRED KLAUSLER
Glendive, Montana

Thank You
Sir:
Allow me to thank you for the
kindness of sending me a subscription for THE CRESSET. Not only do
I appreciate the very excellent publication, but I know all of the men
who read it will enjoy and appreciate
it. Frankly, I have never in my brief
ministry had the privilege of reading such a fine review of the better
things in life published by the
Church. I am extremely grateful to
you and to all who are responsible
for providing THE CRESSET for all of
us in the Army. CHARLES L. LAcK
Chaplain U.S. Army
Losey Field, Ponce, P. R.

Hess
Sir:
A smile of mirth crinkled the family's countenance as we read:
"Thoughts of the Hess Case" (July
issue of THE CRESSET, 1941). "Mysterious Rudy didn't know that Ben
Franklin was never a President of
this country," observed one of our
adorable bread-snatchers.
A cloud of embarrassment, however, drenched our peacock pride,
when this Associated Press dispatch,
dated Bogota, Sept. 13, came to our
reading desk:
"Following a debate stirred by
President Roosevelt's Thursday night
broadcast, the Colombian Senate
adopted last evening a resolution say-
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ing it was satisfied there were 'no
secret airdromes in Colombia territory nor any which might endanger
the security of a friendly nation.' Foreign Minister Lopez De Mesa previously had told the Senate the Government had conducted several investigations and had been unable to find
any evidence of clandestine landing
fields."
Surely the assumption of an attitude of charity toward our country's
Chief will demand a revision of Germany's, now England's, Hess's denomination of Franklin as one of our
presidents in the past.
But pray tell us, as we leave Hess
to England, did Benjamin Franklin
ever make such a statement about
the Jews, as you quoted Hess as makELMER J. ZAN OW
ing?
Campbellsport, Wisconsin

The Keys of the Kingdom
Sir:
About two weeks ago a friend invited me to attend a review of The
Keys of the Kingdom given at the
Parish Hall of one of our churches
here in Cleveland. The reviewer
presented the story of A. J. Cronin's
latest with great skill; but after it
was all over, my feelings toward
"A. ].'' had taken a turn for the
worse. If the reviewer presented Cronin's ideas correctly-and since then
I have read the book and discovered
that she did-then I for one must
take definite exception to Cronin's
novel. At the review there was no
discussion, no interpretation, no
criticism. It seemed senseless to me
that the good pastor of this church

should preach the truth that all men
are lost except through the blood of
Christ on a Sunday morning and
then have that old heresy, which
Cronin warmed up-"it matters not
what your religion or who your
savior, as long as you're sincere,
you'll be saved" -disseminated among
the people of the congregation on a
Tuesday night. My irritation was
noticed, and to my sympathetic host
I said, "This sort of thing only confirms again my firm conviction of
the crying need for a magazine like
THE CRESSET. Wait till they review
The Keys-they'll have plenty to
say."
Cronin is, without doubt, an able
novelist; and his books enjoy a large
circulation. He has the ability to
make his characters live. We like to
agree with them. Father Chisholm is
particularly appealing. Having finished the book, we are prone to
agree with his philosophy and perhaps recall-even as did your reviewer-that Father Chisholm was an
individualist and "individualism
gave us the Reformation." All right,
let's apply Father Chisholm's individualism and see what it will bring
us. According to him, "there are
many gates to heaven. We enter by
one, these new preachers by another" (page 235). This sentence
1''ather Chisholm speaks in defense
of Methodism, but that heresy of
his is by no means restricted to
Christian religions. Cf. page 215.
The heathen, the agnostic, yes, the
atheist, has a chance of being saved
because even if he doesn't believe in
God, God believes in him (page 212).
More, "God judges us not only by
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what we believe, but by what we
do" (page 215). Of course, that's
not said to condemn but to justify.
Nor is it spoken to justify a "Christian"-that would be Catholicismbut to justify an atheist, and that's
paganism. One wonders what Father
Chisholm was doing in China, since,
according to his philosophy, the believer in Confucius has just as good
a chance to get to heaven as the
disciple of Christ. Father Chisholm's
individualism takes you out of the
Christian Church into paganism and
modernism. Cronin holds Chisholm
up as a fine example of the sort of
"tolerance" which he believes the
churchmen of our age should have.
But that sort of "tolerance" leavei
you without any religious backbone
and certainly without Christ.
No, I for one can't thank Cronin
for his latest novel. He makes God a
liar with his philosophy and makes
the work of Christian pastors so
much the more difficult by only confirming in the minds of the general
public the false doctrine which they
so readily embrace, namely, that all
religions are equally good and that
the atonement of Christ is not essential for salvation. Cronin went to
Holy Scripture to get the title for
his book-he should have kept his
Bible open a little longer to read a
few more words of the Son of God:
''I am the Way, the Truth, and the
Life: No man cometh unto the Father but by Me." Not many roads to
heaven, but only one-the Way of
the Cross. Not any savior, but the
Savior, Jesus Christ.
FRANK

Cleveland, Ohio

J.
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Concerning Lying
Sir:
In your editorial "Concerning Lying" (November, p. 2) you enumerate five different promises of Hitler which he did not keep, while
neglecting to mention at all Woodrow Wilson's "Fourteen Points," to
say nothing of the more recent campaign pledges of other prominent
men.
When Lindbergh said that "the
three most important groups which
have been pressing this country toward war are the British, the Jews,
and the Roosevelt administration,"
I believe that honesty alone, to say
nothing of charity, will compel us to
take the view that he did not designate these groups because of nationality, race or religion, but because
"they are pressing this country toward war." It is my honest opinion
that Lindbergh mentioned the Jews
with the greatest of reluctance, but
candor compelled him to do so. If on
the basis of this Des Moines speech
Lindbergh is guilty of anti-Semitism,
then Jesus Himself is equally guilty
of the same charge. How of ten did
He not condemn the Jews, not however because they were Jews, but, like
Lindbergh, because of their wickedness! Those who know Lindbergh
best are thoroughly convinced that
his one purpose is to keep his country out of the wars of Europe, and
to urge the peoples of the world to
deal with each other according to the
Christian principle of goodwill to
men.

J.

BAUER.

Akron, Ohio

FRANKLIN YoUNT

THIS Christmas issue of THE
Our poets this month are WalCRESSET contains a feature of ter E. Mueller of Kansas City, one
special interest. THE CRESSET As- of the most gifted of our younger
sociates present our readers with poets; and Lydia Hobart of Mina "Christmas Garland," in which, neapolis, whose contributions in
from various
verse have added
points of vantage,
much to the enthey focus the
joyment of THE
CRESSET's readers.
light of eternity
upon the most
.,....._,
important event
Our guest rein the annals of
viewer this month
mankind. Christis Ray Sherer (Th is
mas can have no
Writing Game), a
true meaning and
student
in Law at
no abiding value
Valparaiso UniPROBLEMS
apart from Him
versity.
CONTRIBUTORS
who on this day
put on mortality
FINAL NOTES
.,....._,
so that we might
We are pleased
one day be clothto report that
ed in eternity.
THE CRESSET's
subscription list is higher than
~
We may at this time make a at any time in its four-year hispreliminary announcement of an tory. Many of our readers have
interesting and unique month- found a CRESSET gift subscriply feature to be inaugurated in tion to be the ideal solution to
the January CRESSET. Watch for the perennial Christmas gift
next month's issue.
problem.
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